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Introduction 


Good evening, ladies and gentlemen, and welcome 
to my haunted houseful. Visitors are always welcome. 

This book is an effort to provide reading for young 
people who are at the awkward age. Children who 
arc too lazy to walk but still too youn^ to drive. 
Here are nine storie s^ carefully compiled to furnish 
reading material in Life’s great waiting-room where 
we while away the hours until our driver’s licence is 
issued. 

I suppose you are wondering why, when the fashion 
is to put an ‘Adults Only’ sign on books and films, I am 
editing a book for younger people. The answer is 
quite simple. I have previously edited three books of 
mystery and suspense stories for the older set and 
the poor d..at!> were frightened silly. In fact, one 
senior citizen reportedly went completely ape. I do 
not pretend to know what that absurd expression 
means but I get the idea and I don’t intend to waste 
a volume of perfectly exquisite ghost stories on 
people such as that. They just don’t have the 
stomach for it. (Obviously I do.) Of course there may 
be a few adult delinquents who hold up under 
experiences with the supernatural, but, let’s face it: 
most of your elders arc just plain chicken. 

It may seem contradictory, but another reason I 
am not addressing this book to adults is (and, believe 
me, tliis hurts) they insist they don't believe in ghosts. 

7 



INTRODUCTION 


It’s shocking, really. After all, these are the people 
who make our country’s laws and pay our pocket 
money. 

I don’t know how they could become so confused. 
Perhaps you are partly to blame. You have not 
watched them closely enough and they have fallen 
in with bad company. 

But, as 'the television repair man often says, the 
picture is not as black as it seems. There are still 
many parents who secretly believe. You have prob- 
ably seen them going through strange rituals and 
observing pecuhar taboos. This morning before 
breakfast, did you notice your father lean over and 
touch his toes repeatedly for no apparent reason? 
Does your mother go through intermittent periods 
of fasting? Does she refuse to eat certain, wonder- 
fully rich desserts ? Do not be upset. Your parents 
don’t want to talk about it, but some ghost or evil 
spirit has appeared to them, possibly in their own 
room, and they are desperately trying to exorcize 
him. 

Why am I publishing a book when I could haunt 
millions of houses simultaneously through television ? 
Certain types of stories make perfect television fare. 
In the realm of the ghost story, however, I think the 
printed page has some advantages and I want you to 
discover them. When you read, you can be alone. 
- Absolutely alone. Television gives you the com- 
fortable illusion of associating with all those actors. 
Worst of all, it bathes the entire room in light. Under 
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such circumstances it is amazing that the commer- 
cials can be as frightening as they are. 

But I have chatted long enough. It is time to get 
dovm to business. First, find a room where you can 
be alone. Comfortable? Uh-uh! Switch that trans- 
istor radio off. We want absolute quiet. 

Next, turn the light down low. I Jmow; plenty of 
light is better for your eyes. However, it ‘is death to, 
ghosts and we should always chink of others. Now, 
concentrate on the printed page. . . 

- What’s that? You hear a strange noise? I’m 
sure it’s just a shutter banging in the wind. - You 
don’t have shutters ? Good ! Your attitude indicates 
you ha^^c completed your reading readiness and are 
all set. You may begin wandering through our little 
tract of haunted houses. - No, I’m not coming with 
you. This is as far as I go. 

ALFRED HITCHCOCK 
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JACK BECHDOLT 


The Mystery 
of Kabbit Kun 

Three young travellers in single file plod ded through 
midsummer heat, crossing the bridge between 
Lambertville, which is in New Jersey, and the village 
of New Hope, in Pennsylvania. 

Jolin Carpenter led the way. John was nearing 
twelve - lean, wiry, and tall for his age. Behind him, 
close er'iugh to carry on a conversation, came his 
sister Madge. Madge was ten, with a mop of red- 
brown hair on her shoulders. 

Behind these two - and a long w'ay behind - was 
Oliver Mea , their cousin, a spindly boy of eight, 
his thin little body pulled awry by the weight of an 
oversize suitcase, his red, perspiring face set in lines 
of desperation as he struggled to keep up. His 
glasses were so steamed over that frequently he 
blundered into the iron guard rail of the bridge. 

Unlike his two older cousins, Oliver had never 
before been invited to Rabbit Run, a country place 
in Pennsylvania owned by their Aunt Judith. It had 
been carefully explained to him by Mother that they 
would be met by Captain Ben, the caretaker, and 
the Rabbit Run station wagon at Lambertville. 

But they hadn’t been met. They had waited an 
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THE MYSTERY OF RABBIT RUN 

hour. When there was still no sign or word of Captain 
Ben, Jolin had desperately counted their joint 
finances to see if they could afford a taxi. John had 
eighty-nine cents. Madge had twenty-six cents. 
Oliver had nothing. Mother had forgotten to give 
him pocket money in the flurry of their departure 
from Pennsylvania Station in New York. 

Oliver *had been terribly embarrassed. They 
couldn’t hire a taxi to carry them all the way to 
Rabbit Run with one dollar and fifteen cents. That 
was when John picked up his battered canvas zipper 
bag and announced they would have to walk it. 

John glanced upriver and frowned. In the north- 
east great thunderheads rolled up. The wooded 
shores of the lovely valley looked ghastly green imder 
a strange half light. Beneath a blackening sky the 
Delaware River flowed smoothly, like a sheet of 
highly polished pewter. 

A three-mile hike to Rabbit Run, thought John. He 
and Madge were all right. Madge was pretty nearly as 
hardy as he was. Rain wouldn’t hurt her. But Oliver ! 

Oliver never went within a mile of poison oak but 
he came out with spots and swellings. Oliver was 
beloved by every mosquito and poisonous insect 
known to the books. 

John paused to look at the struggling little figure 
with the big bag and Oliver, taking the halt as a 
warning, speeded up his staggering legs. That was the 
worst of Oliver - he was so anxious to please and so 
embarrassingly in awe of his cousins. 
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‘Oliver, the Drip,’ Madge called him, and how 
well it fitted ! 

‘Here,’ said John impatiently, and snatched the 
bulging suitcase from Ohver’s hand. ‘You carry my 
bag; it’s lighter. What’s in here anyhow ?’ 

Oliver blushed deeper red. ‘Things,’ he piped. 
^Things Mother said I would need for a week in the 
country. You know, like extra shoes and things. I’m^ 
afraid you’ll find it awfully heavy.’ 

John had already found that out. ‘We’ve got to 
keep pushing right along,’ he exclaimed. ‘But you 
sing out if we set the pace too fast.’ 

On through New Hope they pushed, without a 
pause to admire the old stone houses and the giant 
trees. Up the rise in the Philadelphia road, and then 
down steps to follow the towpath along the canal. 

Every step of the way had happy memories for 
John and hir sisier. They had spent many summer 
holidays at Rabbit Run. The towpath was a reminder 
of the picturesque days when the canal had been 
filled with water and constantly ruffled by the mule- 
drawn boats laden with coal from the Pennsylvania 
mines. 

Old Captain Ben had told them about all that ever 
since they’d been old enough to listen. Captain Ben 
once had commanded a mule and a canal boat him- 
self. Now the canal was empty for stretches, half 
filled with muddy water in others. Its weed-grown 
locks stood with big gates ajar, the bones of old 
canal boats baked whilje in the mud. 

13 



THE MYSTERY OF RABBIT RUN 

In spite of John’s good resolution, his footsteps 
quickened and he and his sister drew away from 
Oliver, far enough so that Madge felt free to make a 
woeful face and sigh, ‘It isn’t fair, making us bring 
him along. It was our holiday, and we were going to 
have such a glorious time exploring and fishing!’ 

‘Oh, it’ll be* all right,’ John muttered. ‘Look, 
Corabel will be at the farm. Well, she can look after 
Oliver. He’ll give her enough to do so she won’t be 
lecturing us all the time.’ 

Corabel was Captain Ben’s daughter and house- 
keeper. When John and Madge were very young she 
had been employed as a maid at their house and she 
still assumed all the authority of a parent. 

Madge smiled. ‘Oh, John, can’t you see her fishing 
him out of poison ivy and patching up his bee 
stings ! That’s a lovely thought.’ 

They pushed on, straining their eyes to see which 
would be first to see the farm. Madge won, pointing 
out the two big stone chimneys just visible above 
the forest. As if her raised arm had been a signal, 
the mutter of distant thunder stopped abruptly. The 
whole world was quiet, listening, shivering with 
anticipation. Grey storm wrack was obscuring the 
thunderheads. 

‘We’re going to catch it,’ John said. 

Rabbit Run Farm lay in a strip of fertile bottom 
land between the old canal and the river. Where the 
private road crossed the towpath on a bridge, they 
paused to check on Oliver. 
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He was limping. Even John’s light zipper bag 
seemed to weigh him down, but his piping voice 
came clearly in the unnatural hush. 

‘Don’t wait. I’m all right. Get in out of the 
rain.’ 

They sighed. And waited. 

For about a quartt?r of a mile the private road ran 
through forest. It was almost like a tunnel in the 
murky light of the gathering storm. 

At the bend, where you got your first clear view of 
the old farmhouse, they paused again, as had always 
been their habit. 

Seen through a vista of thick timber. Rabbit Rim 
gleamed ghostly in the queer light. Its centre wing, 
the original st'.ne house, stood three stories high 
with narrow windows sunk in the thick walls. The 
line had been 'oftened by the addition of two lower 
wings, one c cither side of the original, A stranger, 
seeing it for the first time, overshadowed by trees in 
the thickest of summer foliage, might have thought 
it a little lonesome and a little grim. 

Suddenly they heard the violent crackling of under- 
brush, Somebody or something was moving through 
the woods close beside them, jumping logs, charging 
through thickets. 

A little startled, John shouted. There was no 
answer. 

‘Funny,’ he said, ‘There certainly must be some- 
body there.’ 

Oliver said a little unsteadily, ‘I have read that the 
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cougar, or mountain lion, often follows travellers, 
keeping hidden in the woods.’ 

Madge squealed with joyous laughter and John 
grinned. 

‘No mountain lions around here, Oliver. No 
mountains, either.’ 

‘It was in a very good book on natural history that 
Mother gave me for my birthday.’ Oliver’s eyes were 
round, his lips trembling. 

Then the rain fell suddenly, like a torrent, and they 
had more pressing things to think about. But after- 
wards, after stranger and more serious happenings 
at Rabbit Run, they remembered that incident as the 
start of their adventures. 

The kitchen was the place to find Captain Ben and 
Corabel, and that was the door they raced for. The 
upper half of the Dutch door stood open and electric 
lights made the room bright, but their shouts went 
imanswered. Nobody was in the kitchen; nobody was 
in the house, as they soon learned. 

The rain was sluicing down, making noise enough 
to cause them to raise their voices. 

‘Ben must have started to meet us and got a flat 
tyre,’ John thought. 

‘He can’t have, John.’ Madge drew her brother to 
the door and pointed. ‘Look, the garage door’s open 
and the station wagon’s inside.’ 

‘He and Corabel are in the barn, keeping dry,’ 
John guessed again. Later they were to know that 
John was mistaken. 
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Oliver had been staring about. ‘I didn’t know 
Aunt Judith kept a dng,’ he murmured. 

‘Dog?’ said John. ‘She doesn’t. Ben doesn’t 
either.’ 

Oliver was on all fours, peering nearsightedly at 
the floor. 

‘Those are dog tfhcks,’ he insisted. 

There were paw marks on the scrubbed pine planks,* 
pnd they looked decidedly doggish. 

‘Yes, and somebody’s been eating a meal,’ said 
Madge, pointing to the corner of the kitchen table. 
She picked up a cup half-filled v/ith coffee. The 
coffee was still warm. 

‘He go’ out of here ^ a hurry, too,’ John con- 
tributed. ‘Knocked over his chair, he ^vas in such a 
rush. And threw his napkin on the floor. Never knew 
Captain Ben ’:o do that. He’s neat, even when he 
hurries. Anc uS for Corabel, she’d die sooner than 
not put her napkin in her napkin ring.’ 

There was uneasiness in John’s voice, in spite of 
his attempts to seem casual. Oliver’s eyes grew wider. 
He began to think Rabbit Run a strange and im- 
friendly place. 

Oliver felt twitchy and crawly. He shivered. He 
sneezed. It was a big sneeze for a small boy and it 
startled them like a pistol shot. 

Madge took charge with a firm hand. ‘John, take 
him to your room and make him change every stitch 
he’s got on. And Oliver, you wear your sweater, even 
if it is hot in here.’ 


H.H.— B 
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Madge had cleared the kitchen table and set three 
places when they returned. She was rummaging in 
the refrigerator that was Corabel’s pride. 

The rain was letting up. John went to the barn to 
look for fresh eggs - it was then he learned positively 
that neither Captain Ben nor his daughter was there - 
and Oliver was set to work tidying up the room. 
Oliver’s activity led to the discovery of the telegram - 
their own, sent that morning from New York, telling 
the time of their arrival. 

Tt was behind that stove leg,’ Oliver reported. ‘All 
crumpled up, as if somebody had thrown it there. It’s 
kind of funny, isn’t it ?’ 

‘Shucks,’ said John. ‘Nothing funny about that.’ 
But it was rather odd, and he kept puzzling over it. 

Darkness had fallen long before supper was ready, 
and before the dishes were done, the storm was back 
again from a different quarter, bringing more heavy 
rain and a high wind that made the elms and button- 
woods about the house thrash their branches. 

For all John and Madge could do, a general feeling 
of uneasiness prevailed. 

‘We’ll build a fine big fire in the living-room,’ 
John decided. They moved into the panelled, lovely 
room that Aunt Judith had contrived by tearing out 
partition walls. A fire was laid ready on the old 
brick hearth, but John could not find any matches. 

‘I’ll get them,’ Oliver volunteered. ‘There’s a box- 
ful in the kitchen.’ 

‘I can’t figure out where Captain Ben and Corabel 
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went/ John puzzled. ‘That telegram got here. He 
knew we were coming. . . ’ 

Madge’s brows puckered. ‘If Corabel doesn’t 
come back - and Captain Ben - we may have to end 
our holiday before it even begins! Maybe our 
parents’ll let us stay here alone, but Aunt Mabel’d 
have a fit if Ohver. ? . ’ 

The door burst open and Oliver rushed in, his» 
eyes big dark marbles in a white face. 

‘The window,’ he gasped. ‘He - it - it’s staring in 
the window 1’ 

John’s own insides seemed to freeze up. The 
immediate effect of his fright was a burst of indigna- 
tion. 

‘WHAT is ? WHO is ? Stop acting like an idiot.’ 

‘Yes, sir,’ said Oliver in a painful whisper. ‘But it 
is - looking in the window, I mean - a shining wet 
face, like a drowned man.’ 

John knew it was up to him to find out what had 
scared Oliver, but at that moment he had no wish to 
see what was staring through the kitchen window. It 
was hard to make himself move in that direction. 

He was still hesitating - and feeling decidedly un- 
comfortable when the kitchen outer door burst open 
and a hearty voice boomed out, ‘Anybody ’thome ?’ 

Madge gave a delighted scream, ‘Captain Beni’ 
She darted past John into the kitchen. 

John turned to Oliver, his grin broad. ‘You little 
chump, you saw Captain Ben.’ 

Madge was already clinging to the arm of a big 
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grey-hairedj whiskered man in a plaid jacket. John 
pumped his hand. 

Ben Lewis’ presence, his hearty laugh, his plain 
speech, and good common sense were better than a 
fine open fire to restore things to normal. 

‘Corabel will be madder ’n a wet hen to miss you,’ 
he was saying. ‘She was called dver to her sister’s in 
Doylpstown. They got a new baby there. What gets 
me is why in the name of marvel your Aunt Judith 
didn’t telegraph me you’d started. I’d have met you 
at Lambertville.’ 

The three visitors exchanged startled looks. 

‘But she did!’ Madge cried. ‘Oliver found the 
message on the floor.’ 

And all three laimched into an account of their 
arrival . 

Captain Ben’s jaw dropped. His mouth remained 
open as he stared at the yellow telegraph form and 
heard the story. It was Oliver’s contribution that 
produced the strongest effect of all, making Captain 
Ben stiffen visibly and tying his tongue for some 
minutes. 

‘Then it wasn’t your dog, sir ?’ Oliver said. 

‘Dog?’ Captain Ben’s voice boomed. 

‘There were muddy paw marks all over the floor, 
sir. I cleaned them up.’ 

Captain Ben followed his pointing finger, his 
scowl so intense he seemed to be willing the vanished 
tracks to reappear. Finally he said, ‘There’s no dog 
here. Don’t keep one. I’ve been gone since noon 
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seein’ about borrowin’ the use of a tractor for a 
couple of days. I didn’t leave any dishes and I didn’t 
see any dog. That’s got me beat.’ 

The puzzled silence lasted several minutes. Then 
Captain Ben’s brow cleared. 

‘Tell you what I think,’ he began. ‘You know how 
neighbours are in the* country ? If you’re not at home, 
they make free, knowing they’d be welcome. Some-, 
body stopped in to pass the time of day this afternoon. 

I wasn’t home, so he made himself a pot of coffee 
and had a snack. Maybe he got the telegram from the 
boy that delivers ’em. Probably figured he’d better 
read it and see if it was important. All of a sudden 
the thurJer lets go - it’s been raisin’ hob all after- 
noon. Up he ji.mps. “Gee whillikens,” he says, “I’ve 
got to race the wind home and get the cattle in!” 
And out he goe'' with a bang!’ 

His glancv ^ravelled from one face to another. His 
smile broadened. 

He nodded. ‘Yessir, that’s how it must have 
been !’ 

John found himself breathing a deep sigh of relief. 
Everything seemed normal now. Madge was smiling. 
Oliver alone looked grave, but then Oliver always 
looked grave. 

‘Tell you what,’ Captain Ben said. ‘Corabel left a 
couple of mighty fine apple pies in the icebox. 
Reckon you kids could help me eat one ?’ 

John and Oliver shared a room with two beds. As 
he undressed, John grinned at his cousin. ‘Don’t you 
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see any more ghosts tonight. That was funny, your 
taking Captain Ben for one.’ 

‘Yes it was,’ said Oliver and his voice sounded 
queer. ‘Only it wasn’t Captain Ben who looked in the 
window.’ 

‘It wasn’t Captain Ben ?’ 

‘I am certain,’ said Oliver.* ‘The face that was 
..against the glass didn’t have any whiskers, and Cap- 
tain Ben has. It was smooth shaven, with an awful 
scar that twisted up on one side. And it was not 
Captain Ben.’ 

John told himself that Oliver must be mistaken. 
Ohver was a little boy, and in a strange place, and of 
course he would be easily frightened. Of course the 
face at the window must have been Captain Ben’s. 
But - supposing it wasn’t? Supposing even that 
Captain Ben had been eating that meal just before 
they came. The coffee was warm when they foimd it ! 
And suppose he had thrown their telegram away in 
a great hurry. And suppose there had been a dog in 
the kitchen. What did it mean ? 

‘We’ll get in a hike this afternoon,’ John said to 
his sister next morning. ‘Remember the old stone 
mill we were going to look at and never did ? What 
do you say we start with that ?’ 

‘How about Oliver ?’ said Madge. 

‘He could stay with Captain Ben. We’ll show him 
the farm this morning. That ought to hold him for a 
while.’ 
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Oliver was duly shown over the farm, which was 
less a farm than a city woman’s country home. But 
it had pigs, chickens, and some sheep to crop the 
lawn, and there was a skifi' moored along the river 
bank. 

The afternoon brought an annoying change of 
plan. Captain Ben vias not going to be on the place, 
he told them at lunch. Oliver could not be left all, 
alone, unused as he was to the country. 

‘You’ll have to let him tag along,’ Captain Ben 
said. ‘Can’t risk his gettin’ into trouble. But cheer up. 
Corabel ought to be back from her sister’s sometime 
tomorrow. She can keep an eye on young Oliver 
after tha*^.’ 

After the mysteries and alarms of the evening 
before, things seemed very cheerful now. The day 
had started with bright sun, and though the afternoon 
brought bac • oppressive heat and some thunderheads, 
the storm was not imminent. Even Oliver’s presence 
and the possibility of his collecting bee stings, sun- 
burn, or even broken limbs did not depress the young 
Carpenters. 

Once again they followed the canal, closed in by 
forest on either side. Frequently they halted to 
recognize familiar places. Here was where the big 
kingfisher lived, and sure enough, the kingfisher, or 
one of his descendants, was still perched in a dead 
tree, scanning the quiet water for titbits. Here was 
where they had found the finest spring crops of wild 
strawberries. It was long past strawberry time now, 
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but worth remembering. Every turn of the canal, 
every landmark had its reminder of other holidays. 

Oliver kept pace with them manfully, though 
John had secret misgivings about his brand-new city 
shoes. They were even rather glad they had brought 
him along; hf made a fresh audience for their stories 
of adventure. 

The ruined stone mill they were heading for was a 
little way back from the canal, entirely hidden in a 
rank growth of trees, creepers, and underbrush. 
Only by lucky accident, while following the trace of 
an abandoned road, had they come upon it last 
summer. That had been as evening was drawing in, 
and they had had only time to revel in its romantic 
gloom and make a vow to return. 

At one time, as John explained to Oliver, the 
district had been dotted with factories of various sorts, 
operated by water power from the abundant streams. 
The canals had provided cheap transportation until 
railway competition took the freight from the canals 
and steam or- electric power made other locations 
more desirable. Finally, the mills, built of solid 
native stone, were abandoned. 

‘This one’s a beauty,’ John promised. ‘Looks as big 
as a castle, and all ruins. It’s kind of a scary place.’ 

Rounding a bend in the old road they saw it 
suddenly, stone walls gleaming in the murk of a deep 
ravine. The building stood on a steep hillside, five 
stories in height. It was approached by a ruined 
bridge. 
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Long ago most of the roof had collapsed. Walls 
leaned at drunken angles and great splits in the 
masonry suggested imminent danger of further 
collapse. In the lowest level were the ruins of a 
flume that had carried the rushing water to primitive 
turbines. Now it was a broken ditch ending in a 
dark, overgrown tunnel. 

Through all the ruin, sprouting out of cellars, 
thrusting their limbs through broken floors, grew 
lusty young trees; squirrels chattered and scuttled; 
birds swooped through the open roof. 

John and Madge gazed entranced, like explorers 
who had found a new Aztec city. Oliver was silent. 
The p1':;'c“ frightened him. Who knew what dreadful 
secrets mighr be hiding under those broken arches ? 
The trickle of water through the old flume line fell 
into some deeper well or pond with a hollow splash 
that he did .t like at all. 

But when John said, ‘Come on, we’ll explore,’ and 
started through the vines and brush down the hill, 
Oliver gritted his teeth and followed. 

Some previous fall of masonry had carried away 
most of the bridge except the foundation of square- 
hewn beams. Below these was a drop of some thirty 
feet. Oliver saw that Madge and John proposed to 
walk on one of those beams across the chasm, and 
suddenly his knees turned weak. 

Madge danced along behind John, singing ‘The 
daring young man on the flying trapeze’. Oliver set 
one hesitating foot on the square beam. More than 
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anything, he wanted to say, then and there, ‘I’m 
scared. I can’t,’ 

John and Madge would never again have any time 
for him, if he turned yellow now ! On the other hand, 
there was his dread that he would topple off that 
beam into unjknown depths. 

Oliver was spared the decision. While he hesitated, 
.one foot on the beam, there came a shout that made 
them all jump. 

‘Come back, you young devils ! John, Madge - get 
out of there and come a-runnin’. You want I should 
paddle the pair of you ?’ That was Captain Ben’s voice, 
and Captain Ben was speaking with a rage almost 
hysterical. They saw him on the road above, red of 
face and running towards them. 

All three stood petrified, but a second roar from 
Captain Ben caused John to shrug his shoulders and 
return across the gap, followed by his sister. 

Ignoring Oliver, Captain Ben waited on the slope, 
his big chest heaving, his eyes wild. He spoke again, 
shakily, ‘Of all the dumb-headed, blame fool ideas - 
of all the goggle-eyed craziness . . .’ Words failed 
him. He saw the amazement in three pairs of eyes, 
and made an effort to speak more calmly. 

‘Now lookee ! I’m responsible for your three young 
lives and limbs. Right now that place is dangerous, 
and if you got hurt in there your aunt’d fire me off 
my job so fast it’d make a cat dizzy. Remember now, 
so long as I’ve got to drive you three young loons 
single-handed, this here mill is out of bounds.’ 
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John returned his angry gaze. He said calmly, 
‘OK, Captain Ben. You don’t have to shout.’ 

‘Then come on,’ growled Captain Ben, and began 
to lead the way up the bank. He took them back over 
the trail and several times he broke into angry 
fragments of speech. At the towpath he dismissed 
them. ‘You’ve got the whole state of Pennsylvania to 
have a good time in,’ he said with m^ore dignity. 
‘But in the name of goodness, don’t scare me like 
that again !’ 

When he was out of sight Jolin shook his head in 
bewilderment. ‘I never saw him that way before - 
really scared, I mean. And he sure was scared ! That 
isn’t IH ^ Captain Ben at all !’ 

Captain Ben’s behaviour had put a damper on the 
afternoon’s explorations. In spite of themselves, they 
talked of little else. But when they returned to the 
farm throug . a flurry of rain and wind at evening, 
they got a very dilferent reception. 

The kitchen was lighted and warm. Captain Ben 
was beaming. ‘Got you a real bang-up chicken-and- 
biscuit supper,’ he announced. Corabel, she thinks 
she’s some cook, but her old man can rustle up a 
meal that’d put her in the shade. Hurry up and wash 
now'; it’s all ready to dish up!’ 

They discussed the change in whispers before 
returning, cleaned up for supper. 

‘I think,’ said Oliver, ‘that he’s sorry for losing his 
temper and is trying to make up to us.’ 

It looked even more that way when, after the 
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dishes were done. Captain Ben kindled a fire in 
the living-room and suggested they pop some 
com. 

The wind and rain were boisterous again, and it 
was snug by the open fire. A few leading questions 
from John started Captain Ben talking about canal- 
boat life in the old days. John and Madge had heard 
' many of his tales of odd characters and happenings 
before, but they loved to hear them again and again. 
And tonight there was Oliver, to whom all this lore 
was new. 

The fire was dying and it was nearly time for bed, 
when Captain Ben said, T ever tell you about Peg- 
leg Swanson, the pirate?’ 

‘A pirate ? On a canal ?’ John exclaimed. 

‘Sure, a pirate. Anyhow, about as tough an old 
crook as ever throttled innocent canal skippers and 
robbed their widows and orphans. This Peg-leg was 
a terror and they say his ghost can be seen on a dark 
night, still steerin’ his scow up and down the ditch, 
shoutin’ curses' at his poor old bony mule and roarin’ 
out his drunken songs.’ 

Captain Ben paused to relish their eager attention. 

‘Peg-leg was a deserter from a Pennsylvania 
regiment in the Civil War. He came here when times 
was boomin’ and a lot of travellers carried their 
money with ’em, not like today when they keep it in 
banks.’ His voice sank dramatically, ‘And let me tell 
you, a lot of those travellers that encoimtered Peg-leg 
never was seen alive again.’ 
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The boughs of a big elm outside rubbed together 
with a screech. They all jumped. 

‘’Stead of moorin’ nights in a village, like the other 
boats. Peg-leg would tie up on a long reach,’ Captain 
Ben went on. ‘That way he would be free to prowl the 
roads in the dark. He had a dog, too, Peg-leg did. They 
tell that the dog was mOre murderous than liis master.’ 

Oliver piped up. ‘And did the law never catch up 
with him, sir ?’ 

Captain Ben considered. 

‘Well, now !’ he exclaimed. ‘That’s the funny thing. 
The sheriff of Bucks County set out with his men to 
arrest Peg-leg one night. They had enough evidence 
to hang lii.:;, folks say. And do you know what ?’ 

‘What?’ the> demanded as Captain Ben paused 
again, his brow furrowed. 

‘He vanished! Yes, sir, just clean evaporated into 
thin air, him and his savage dog and the whole 
caboodle. They never found hide nor hair of him 
since that night I’ 

Madge’s look silently questioned John. John’s 
left eye winked significantly. It said, plain as words, 
‘He’s making up the whole story.’ 

Brother and sister relaxed. They were sure now 
that Captain Ben, for some reason of his own, was 
trying to scare them. 

If they didn’t believe, Oliver at least seemed to. 
‘Did you say, sir, that you have seen his ghost ?’ 

‘W-e-e-e-11, no - not with my own eyes,’ said 
Captain Ben. ‘But lots of other folks have. They 
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report seein’ the old Myrtie Simmons - that was Peg- 
leg’s boat - towin’ down the canal with that old rip 
aboard her stumpin’ up and down the deck and 
cursin’ his poor old rack-bones of a mule. The dog’s 
with him, too, but the whole picture has kind of a 
queer, crawly blue light about it, like wet matches 
glowin’ in the dark. And you can hear that wooden 
leg of his goin’ thump - thump !’ 

As he said it. Captain Ben thumped with a log of 
firewood against the wide old planks of the floor. The 
unexpected sound made them jump. 

‘Funny thing, too,’ Captain Ben added. ‘That 
ghost outfit is always seen at the same place along the 
ditch, right alongside that old mill nohere I met you 
young ones today.' 

‘He’s trying to scare us,’ John said as they started 
upstairs to bed. ‘He’s trying to scare us from going 
near that old mill again.’ 

Several hours later Oliver woke suddenly. He had 
a creepy feeling along his spine. The wind was up. 
But he was listening for something else, the thing 
that had woken him. 

That was it ! The sound had come from downstairs 
in the kitchen. 

Something strange was walking about, something 
that walked with a shuffling, steady thump - thump - 
thump! Something that moved exactly as Captain 
Ben described the ghost of Peg-leg Swanson I 

For several minutes Oliver could do nothing. He 
just lay still, listening. 
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Across the room John tossed in his sleep and began 
to mutter. That broke the spell. Oliver jumped out of 
bed and ran to John’s side, ‘Wake up ! Please wake up, 
John!’ 

John sat up suddenly. ‘Is it a fire ?’ 

‘Don’t shout. It’s downstairs in the kitchen! It’s 
got a peg leg. Listen!’ 

From the kitchen came the unmistakable thump - 
thump and a muttering voice. 

‘Hold everything,’ said John and swung his legs 
out of bed. ‘We’d better see if Madge is all right.’ 

They shrugged on their bathrobes and started 
across the hall for Madge’s room. Her door opened 
before thev reached it. 

‘What is It?’ she whispered. 

‘We’ll get Captain Ben,’ John said. The three 
hurried to Captain Ben’s room, their soft-soled 
slippers sound’ "s on the plank floor. 

There was no answer to their cautious calls. When 
they pushed open the door they found the room empty. 

The muttering was still going on downstairs. The 
peg leg thump - thumped again. 

‘I’m going to have a look down there,’ John said. 
They went in a body down the stairs, pausing several 
times to listen. The sounds had ceased. 

The weird howl of a dog broke the silence. The 
noise came from far away and ended abruptly, as if 
hands had caught the beast by the throat. Then there 
was no sound except the monotonous spatter of rain 
into a rain barrel. 
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Cautiously John unlatched the door. He opened it a 
crack, then wider. The kitchen was dark. When he 
clicked the light switch, the room was empty. 

‘Well, it’s somewhere in the house,’ John said. 
‘At least it was. I heard it - we all did. There’s some- 
thing going on around here that we ought to know 
about.’ 

‘I wish Captain Ben was here,’ Aladge shivered. 

‘Yes, and that’s queer too,’ John frowned. ‘I can’t 
make out what Captain Ben is up to! One minute 
he’s nice as pie, and the next he’s giving us fits for 
just looking at an old mill.’ 

Oliver’s voice wavered slightly, but he said what 
all were thinking, ‘Hadn’t we better go over the 
whole house and see if everything’s all right ? I mean 
if there is . . . somebody . . .’ Words failed him, but 
they knew that by ‘somebody’ he meant a ghostly 
canal-boat pirate with a peg leg. 

John agreed that it must be done. ‘But stick 
together,’ he said. ‘No getting separated. I don’t 
believe there’s anybody around, but I don’t like it. 
First we’ll get my torch.’ 

‘There’s a bag of Aunt Judith’s golf clubs in the 
hall,’ Madge suggested. 

‘You and Oliver each take one,’ John said promptly. 
‘We might as well be prepared.’ 

They got the torch and the golf clubs and began 
the search on the ground floor. Familiar objects 
looked strange in the beam of John’s torch and shad- 
ows moved unexpectedly. But as they snapped on 
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electric lights, they took heart. There was nothing 
misplaced, no sign of any intruder. 

They went up the front stairs into the dark upper 
hall and began with the rooms there. There was 
Aunt Judith’s sitting-room-bedroom, looking spick- 
and-span and ready for her return. And Captain 
Ben’s room with th(; undisturbed bed, a bathroom, 
and their own two bedrooms. 

They had just made sure of the boys’ room and 
returned to the hall when the hall light, an unshaded 
bulb in the ceiling, dimmed, gave off a strange 
sizzing sound and blacked out. 

Madge jumped and clutched John’s arm. Oliver 
gasped C/' breath. 

‘It’s just burned out,’ John said. ‘I noticed to- 
night it was an old bulb and getting dim. Let’s have 
a look at the attir and then all go to bed.’ But he did 
not sound as calm as his advice. 

A narrow stair led to the attic and the light there 
must have burned out long ago. John shot the beam 
of his torch about and all three leaped back in surprise. 
A ghostly figure with waving arms rushed at them. 

There was panic for a moment, then Madge 
laughed shakily. ‘It’s just one of Corabel’s old 
housedresses that she left on a hanger. The draught 
blows it around!’ 

‘Aw, I knew that!’ John muttered. ‘Just a dress.’ 

‘Well, it scared me,’ Oliver said. 

They trooped down to the boys’ room. John said 
they had better agree on a plan. 
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‘Maybe we’re crazy,’ he explained. ‘Maybe every- 
thing is all right, but we don’t understand it. Anyway 
I think Captain Ben is holding something back. 
Oliver is dead sure there was a strange man hanging 
around here when Captain Ben showed up last night. 
And there’s all the other evidence. I vote that we 
don’t say a word to him about tonight. Not imtil we 
can find out what it’s all about.’ 

‘That way,’ said Madge, ‘if Captain Ben isrCt up to 
something, we wouldn’t ever have to hurt his 
feelings by letting him know we thought he 
was.’ 

‘And anyway, Corabel ought to be home by to- 
morrow,’ John added. 

When the boys got downstairs next morning they 
found Madge in the living-room arranging a great 
bowl of roses from Aunt Judith’s garden. Sunlight 
streamed into the mellow’ old room, a light breeze 
fluttered the curtains. No hint of ghosts on such a 
bright morning. 

‘Captain Ben’s back. He’s getting breakfast,’ 
Madge whispered. ‘He says he got worried about 
Jean and the baby and drove over to Doylestown 
after we went to bed. He says he hoped he didn’t 
wake us, stumping around the kitchen.’ 

‘That wasn’t Captain Ben we heard,’ John said 
flatly. Oliver nodded his head in agreement. 

‘Well, anyw'ay, he says Corabel is going to stay 
away another day. The baby isn’t well.’ 

‘Let’s not worry about things this morning,’ John 
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suggested. ‘It’s a wonderful day. Anybody want to 
go into town with me ? I need some films.’ 

‘I do,’ said Madge. 

‘Me too,’ said Oliver. ‘I’m not making trouble.’ 

‘No trouble at all,’ John assured him. 

But Oliver was bound to cause trouble. The visit 
to New Hope was ifneventful but on the way home 
Oliver had a hard time keeping up. The new shoes 
had blistered one heel badly. Finally he was obliged 
to stop and take it off to ease the pain. He hoped 
somehow to catch up with his elders before the 
manoeuvre was noticed, but John noticed and brother 
and sister turned back. 

‘Soak in the canal,’ John advised. ‘And don’t 
try to lace the shoe when you put it on again. 
Madge, we’ll take the short cut back. It’ll '^ave three- 
quarters of a mi’e.’ 

The short .at turned off from the canal, cutting 
straight across a big bend. It lay through several 
fields, a pasture and woodland. 

When they reached the woodland, John stopped 
to stare at a no trespassing notice on a tree. 

‘That wasn’t there last year. This place must have 
changed hands. Well, nobody’s going to object to 
our crossing the land when we’ve got a casualty case. 
Come on.’ 

They emerged from the wood after quarter of an 
hour on a faint trail. There was a distant shout. A 
stocky man in a sports jacket came striding over a rise 
in the field. He was waving his arms. 
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‘You’re trespassing,* he shouted. ‘Yes, you are! 
Don’t tell me you didn’t see the signs! You’re 
deliberately trespassing on my land. I can have the 
law on you,’ he panted. ‘And I’m going to. Give me 
your names.’ 

‘I.ook here,*' John began. ‘My cousin has hurt his 
foot and . . .’ 

‘No excuses ! Your names ?’ 

John gave them, and the irate land-owner made a 
show of writing them in a pocket book. ‘Rabbit Run, 
you say? Aha! I’d have thought as much. Rabbit 
Run . . . the people that keep a savage dog . . . Well, 
there’s a law and courts to protect a man from them.’ 

Was this man crazy ? John was beginning to think 
so. He spoke up. ‘We don’t keep any dogs at Rabbit 
Run. There’s some mistake . . .’ 

Oliver had been silent through the tirade. Now he 
advanced a step or two and blinked up at the angry 
red face. ‘I think we had better have your name, too,’ 
he said. ‘We don’t even know that you own this land.’ 

‘Why, you impudent little puppy !’ 

‘Your name, sir ?’ Oliver repeated firmly. 

‘All right. It’s Middleston. John C. Middleston, of 
Fairficlds. Now get off my land.’ 

They left John C. Middleston wiping his hot, red 
face. ‘A couple more remarks from you and he’d 
have blown up like an atomic bomb,’ John griimed 
as he led Oliver from the scene. 

‘Who is John C. Middleston?’ John asked at 
lunch. 
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Captain Ben dropped his fork on the flooi. ‘What’s 
he up to now ?’ 

John told him. 

‘Well,’ said Captain Ben, ‘he’s a rich man from out 
in Indiana or some place, that’s bought the old 
Fairfields place and is tryin’ to mind the business of 
everybody in Bucks "County. But don’t you let him 
worry you. If he did make a trespassin’ charge 
'’gainst you, the court would throw it out.’ 

After lunch Madge very efficiently bandaged 
Oliver’s heel to prevent further rubbing and loaned 
him a pair of her old slippers, large but cool and 
comfortable. Oliver was advised to stay off his feet 
for the :f'<"rnoon and take a nap. 

It must have been an hour later when he awakened 
to hear John and Madge talking in Madge's room. 

‘It’s a heaven-sent chance,’ Madge was saying. 
‘Come on, J .sil We’ve got the whole afternoon free 
of him . . .’ 

‘Sure of that ?’ 

‘I just looked into his room. He’s sound asleep.’ 

Lest they come again and find he wasn’t, Oliver 
lay down hastily and closed his eyes. But he listened. 

‘We’ll take the fish poles and go on the river,’ 
Madge was saying. 

‘I’ll be set in five minutes,’ John was saying. ‘Got 
to change my clothes.’ 

When John and Madge were gone, Oliver sat up 
and drove his fist into his pillow. ‘As if it was my 
fault because I’m younger than they are!’ he 
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exclaimed. ‘Anyway, I can do just as many things. I 
talked up to that bullying fat man, didn’t I? I’ll 
show John and Madge that I can do things they’re 
scared to do. That’s what! I’ll do something that’ll 
make their eyes stick out and then maybe they’ll 
stop going aroimd saying I’m just a drip!’ 

Inspiration came suddenly. ‘Oliver sucked in his 
breath and wriggled with excitement. ‘The mystery!’ 
he whispered. ‘What if I solved the mystery of the 
ghost of Peg-leg Swanson ?’ The more he thought 
about it, the better that seemed to suit his peculiar 
talents. 

Who was it who had noticed dog tracks on the 
kitchen floor ? Oliver Mead ! 

Who found the telegram ? Detective Oliver Mead 
again ! 

And who was the fir^t to hear the ghost in the 
Rabbit Run kitchen, but this same young OUver 
Mead ? 

‘That’s right in my line,’ he mused. ‘I’m a quiet 
person and some people think I’m plain stupid but 
I notice things. I’ve got a Reasoning Brain.’ 

He got the pad on which he was supposed to write 
letters home to Mother and curled up in a chair, 
busy with his pencil. 

At the top of the sheet he printed one word, 
CLUES. Beneath he made a list. 

‘Gosh,’ he said, reading over the list. ‘That’s an 
awful lot of clues, but what do they mean ?’ 

The things that had happened did not seem in any 
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way related. They didn’t make sense. He went over 
the list again. At Question 5 , the pencil halted. The 
mill ! 

Ben was furious when he found them at the mill. 
Ben ordered them to stay away from there. And later, 
Ben told them that hair-raising ghost story. 

‘Suppose,’ Oliver ‘whispered, ‘just suppose Ben 
knows of something in the mill. Maybe something 
hidden in there that he doesn’t want us to find. 
Maybe all the money Peg-leg stole 1’ 

The more he thought that over, the better Oliver 
liked his theory. And now was the time to act ! 

Captain Ben was not about the house when he 
came do^’'x.''tairs. Nobody saw him leave Rabbit 
Run and turn off at the towpath. He met nobody as 
he hurried towards the old mill. 

In the canal ^’h^ stagnant water steamed in the 
sunshine, and dragonflies and the midges darted 
and danced above it. He passed the ruin of a lock, its 
big gates threatening to topple off their rusted hinges. 
The whitening timbers of a canal boat gave him a 
queer feeling. Tliis wreck might have been the 
Myrtle Simmons herself. Peg-leg’s boat. 

The woods, the stagnant water, the grass-growm 
towpath and ruined lock all were decayed, held in a 
spell of silence that was frightening. It w’as like the 
uncanny hush that preceded the storm the day they 
reached the farm. 

In spite of the heat, he shivered w'hen he reached 
the mill. This building, once so busy and filled with 
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life, looked shocking in its decay. To get inside he 
had to cross the ruined bridge. When he realized 
that, Oliver was near to turning back. Only the 
thought of being considered a drip forced him to 
teeter across one of the naked beams. 

He was white and gasping for breath when he 
reached the broken arch that once had been the main 
entrance on the third floor. The floors slanted crazily. 
Falling rocks had torn holes in them. A few wheels 
and pulleys remained of the originul machinery. 

The second floor had once been reached by a stair. 
A guard rail in one corner marked the stairhead, but 
the steps ended in empty air. A ladder had been 
propneu against the broken steps. 

The ladder was built of old timbers taken from the 
rubbish heaps, but Oliver noticed something very 
interesting about it. The nails that held this ladder 
together were ^rand new! 

‘Somebody comes here,’ Oliver thought. ‘Why 
should anybody come to a place like this except to 
hide a secret? And I am going to find out what 
that secret is!’ He climbed down the shaky 
ladder. 

The floor where he was now had been divided into 
several rooms. In one stood a thick masonry chimney 
that once had risen above the factory roof. In the 
chimney was a blackened open hearth like a black- 
smith’s hearth. The room had been used for mending 
tools. 

While he stared at the forge, out of the chimney, 
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hollow and ghostly, came a sound, half moan, half 
whine. And as if this had been a signal a huge grey 
rat ran across his feet. 

Oliver leaped backwards. His hand struck the 
chimney and tore off a brick. The planks underfoot 
cracked. The floor dropped from under him. He fell 
on his back, clutching at empty air, and slid along 
the tilting floor until he plunged into the cellar, 
landing in a pool of water waist deep. 

The pit he fell into had once housed some part of 
the machinery and was below the level of a broken 
stone floor. He managed to draw himself out of it 
and squatted dripping, feeling tenderly a number of 
bruises and abrasions. 

As his eyes grew used to the dim light, Oliver made 
out the floor overhead and the thick stone walls of 
the mill. The only exit seemed to be by way of a hole 
in the floor above, and that was a good eight feet 
away. To make matters worse, something stirred 
in the blackness of a far corner. Two eyes, green 
and phosphorescent, glowed at him. Something soft 
and warm and fuzzy brushed against him. 

‘A wolf!’ he thought. Then the beast whined, and 
a rough tongue licked his cheek. 

‘It’s friendly . . . it’s a dog!’ He dared now to run 
his hands over the shaggy coat, estimating its height 
and shape. It must be a big shepherd dog. After a 
moment he asked, ‘How in the World did you get 
down here ?’ 

The dog snuffled him over, then sat down with a 
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shoulder against his, panting in a companionable 
way. They sat just under the jagged hole in the floor 
above. The light was best there. As his eyes got used 
to it, Oliver saw the insignia on the dog’s collar - 
three crosses. 

This dog had been in the Army! 

Oliver remembered something he had read about 
war dogs and turned back the animal’s left ear. 
Inside the ear was a tattoo mark, ooAo 57. That was 
the dog’s enlistment number. 

He patted the dog’s head. The response was instant 
and frightening. The wolf-like head whirled towards 
him, lips drawn back from white fangs that grazed 
his han'’’. That drew Oliver’s attention to a scar that 
furrowed the thiCk hails. The dog hao been wounded 
in the head, and evidently the old scai was still 
sensitive. But Oliver spoke soothingly, and the 
animal relaxc . 

Oliver’s thoughts soon returned to his own plight, 
and he felt thoroughly frightened. How w'ould he 
get out ? How soon would they notice he was absent 
from Rabbit Run ? 

His ankle was stiff and shot with needles of pain. 
He peeled off his shoe and tried to brace the ankle, 
making a bandage of his handkerchief. 

There seemed nothing more to do, nothing except 
to huddle close against the dog and watch the swift 
fall of night. Through the night he slept fitfully, 
waking often with the cold and the pain of his ankle. 
His one consolation was to know that the dog was 
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Still beside him. It was comforting to touch that warm 
furry body. 

At last he awoke to find faint, grey light sifting 
into his dungeon. Pale as it was, dawn brought back 
some hope and resolution. ‘There must be some way 
of getting out* of here,’ Oliver muttered. ‘Or some 
way to get help !’ 

Another inspection of the cellar disclosed nothing 
new. If he escaped, it must be through the means at 
hand and there w'ere no means - unless - the dog ! 

‘He can get out if he wants to,’ he reasoned. ‘I’m 
sure he can. Look at those films of Army dogs scaling 
high walls. There must be some way to get him to 
bring help!’ 

He could not send a note. There was nothing to 
write on, nor to write with. Wait, how about a 
token ? His shoe, for instance ? 

He offered the discarded shoe to the dog. The dog 
seemed to understand that. It held the shoe in its 
jaws and watched him expectantly. 

Oliver pointed to the wall and the hole above. 
The dog’s eyes followed the gesture. It whined. 

‘Go find ’em. Boy,’ Oliver encouraged. The only 
response was another nervous whine. 

Oliver remembered something else, that these war 
dogs were trained to obey a certain code and no 
other. He tried vainly to remember what commands 
were used in the film he had seen. Perhaps if he used 
the right word, the dog would obey. 

There was heel, for instance, a word that brought 
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the dog smartly to heel, pressed against the left leg 
of his trainer. And sit and down, words that never 
varied. But what was the word that would send this 
highly-trained animal ranging about the country- 
side ? 

John and Madge ^ere far out on the Delaware 
River, near the Jersey shore, when Oliver started on 
liis errand to the mill. The river was broad there, the 
current lazy, and the day was fine. Just the sort of 
afternoon for a holiday, when you could ship the 
oars and stare at the piling summer clouds and not 
care whether you ever caught a fish. 

John .jpiawlcd with his head pillowed on a rolled- 
up sweater. Madge dangled her hands in the cool 
water from the stern. For perhaps the sixth or seventh 
time in the cou’-^e )f the last two hours she murmured : 

T’ll bet Oliver forgot to change the plaster on his 
heel like I told him.’ 

‘Oh, suppose he did!' John sounded impatient. 
‘What’s the difference . . .’ 

‘Well, it would be a lot of difference if his foot got 
infected! It would be just like him if it did. We’d 
catch it from Aunt Mabel, too !’ 

‘Look here!’ John said. ‘You’ve done nothing but 
worry about Oliver since we started. Oh, I’m not 
blaming you. Maybe we shouldn’t have skipped off 
and left him alone. Want to go back now ?’ 

‘Oh, well.’ Madge pretended indifference. ‘I 
suppose we ought to be turning back anyway.’ 
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Their return was earlier than they intended. They 
found Captain Ben home. He greeted them with, 
‘Isn’t Oliver with you ?’ 

They shook their heads. 

‘Then where in the nation is he?’ Captain Ben 
sounded vexed - or worried, perhaps. ‘I’ve been going 
over the place with a fine-tooth comb. He’s not here.’ 

‘He won’t have gone far with that foot,’ said John. 
‘He’s sure to show up in half an hour.’ 

Later, when supper was ready, they were not so 
sure. They finished the meal hurriedly. 

‘We’d better do a little looking around,’ Captain 
Ben announced. ‘We’ve got to find him before dark.’ 

But they didn’t find Oliver before dark. Nor after 
dark. The matter had now become very serious, and 
Captain Ben went out in the station wagon, asking 
questions at every farm and recruiting a search party. 

John and Madge remained at Rabbit Run. They 
hoped for a telephone message, either from Oliver 
himself or from somebody who could tell where 
he was. They debated notifying Oliver’s mother. 
Neither had any taste for that and they put the matter 
up to Captain Ben on his return. 

‘Wait a bit,’ was his advice. ‘No use gettin’ your 
aunt all steamed up unless there’s cause to. He can’t 
have gone very far.’ 

‘Why did he go at all ?’ John burst out. ‘The poor 
little chump ! He’s always been that way, ever since 
he could crawl. Always getting into a mess !’ 

‘If we’d only taken him with us today,’ Madge 
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cried. ‘And that’s my fault. I was the one that said to 
leave him at home.’ 

Captain Ben patted her shoulder. ‘Take it easy. 
We don’t know that any harm’s come to him. Like 
as not when it gets to dawn, we’ll find him. A dozen 
men have promised to help us look as soon as there’s 
any light to see by.’ * 

‘Don’t you think we ought to tell the State 
Police?’ John suggested. ‘They’re awfully good at 
looking for lost people.’ 

Surprisingly, Captain Ben’s heavy brows met in a 
startled frown. ‘State Police ? Nonsense!’ 

‘But they could help us look. They - they might 
bring scxiic bloodhounds and trail him.’ 

‘Yes, and tell every city newspaper from here to 
San Francisco 1 And would your Aunt Mabel have a 
fit then! No, s’., - we - can handle this ourselves. 

And anyhow, his voice boomed with irritation, 
‘stop actin’ like Oliver’s really lost. Or hurt. We 
haven’t any proof that he’s in any trouble at all!’ 

He got up from the kitchen table where he had 
been drinking hot coffee and went abruptly to the 
telephone in the hall. Through the door which he 
slammed after him, they could hear him asking for 
a number and then the mutter of a long conversation. 

John turned to Madge in significant pantomime. 
They drew away to a far corner of the kitchen. ‘Did 
you notice anything funny about him ?’ John asked. 

Madge nodded. ‘He doesn’t want to tell the State 
Police.’ 
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‘You know what, Madge! There is something 
queer going on around here. It began when we came. 
I’ve been thinking about Captain Ben’s explanation 
of those dishes and the telegram. His story doesn’t 
hold water. Even if a neighbour came in here and 
helped himself to a cup of coffee, can you imagine 
anyone reading an important telegram that isn’t his, 
and throwing it away ?’ 

‘And that business at the mill,’ Madge put in. 
‘And a lot of other queer things - Oh John!’ Her 
voice was near tears. ‘We always trusted Captain Ben. 
If we can’t believe in him, what are we going to do ?’ 
They heard Captain Ben hang up the telephone and 
drew' apart hastily. 

He came back with a reassuring smile. ‘I called in 
an expert,’ he announced. ‘Fellow that knows the 
country like I know the back of my own hand. Shorty 
McGowan.’ 

He looked at them as if he expected recognition of 
the name. When they returned the look blankly, 
Captain Ben went on, ‘Thought most likely you’d 
read about Shorty. Even the New York papers 
carried a piece about him the time he won the 
Distinguished Service Medal. He’s New Hope’s top 
hero.’ 

‘Army ?’ John asked politely. 

‘The Leathernecks. He was in all the early, big 
fights in the Pacific till he got a piece of Jap shell in 
him and they sent him home. Get him to tell you 
about those army dogs they trained to go out under 

48 



THE MYSTERY OF RABBIT RUN 

fire and find wounded men. He’s a mighty interestin’ 
talker on that subject.’ 

‘If he knows how to find Oliver, I don’t care what 
he talks about,’ Madge said. 

‘He will! You take my word for it. Shorty knows 
every foot of this country. He’s hunted and fished and 
explored all over it. He’ll find Oliver.’ 

Neither John nor Madge could share Captain 
ben’s enthusiasm. His cheerfulness seemed rather 
forced. 

‘Now get off to bed,’ Captain Ben ordered. ‘I want 
you to get all the sleep you can. Shorty will be out 
here by daybreak and we’ll start things humming.’ 

Sleep seemed about the last thing they were likely 
to enjoy that night. From their rooms across the hall, 
the doors open, brother and sister talked in low 
tones, going c ei all the possibilities that might have 
kept Oliver liom returning to the farm. How could 
they sleep ? 

And yet they did, eventually, until Captain Ben’s 
hearty voice brought them wide awake. ‘Rise and 
sliine, young ones 1’ 

Madge leaped up, her heart beating fast. Had they 
found Oliver? A couple of minutes later, as they 
tumbled half-dressed down the kitchen stairs, her 
heart sank again. 

Captain Ben opened the door for them with the 
announcement, ‘Want you to meet a special friend of 
mine. Shorty McGowan. If anybody can find young 
Oliver, Shorty’s the man.’ 
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In the kitchen sat a chunky man half Captain 
Ben’s age. His weather-beaten, snub-nosed counten- 
ance had a reassuring smile in spite of an old scar 
that disfigured one cheek. He w'ore an odd assort- 
ment of clothing, partly the forest green uniform of 
the United States Marines, partly civilian. 

Propped against the chair he sat in were crutches. 
Shorty McGowan still limped from the wound he 
had received at Bougainville. 

The grey, reluctant light of a new day was trying 
ineffectually to outdo the kitchen brightness. Madge 
took hope. They could begin the search now! But 
even that logical next step seemed doomed to 
annoying delays. 

Captain Ben said that breakfast was the first 
thing to attend to. He had prepared the meal before 
he woke them, and he insisted that John and Madge 
eat heartily. 

The two men outlined plans as they ate sausage 
and eggs and hot cakes. Somebody must remain at 
the farm to attend the telephone and receive reports. 

‘Madge had better stay right here and look after 
that,’ Captain Ben said. ‘And keep plenty of hot 
coffee and grub ready,’ 

‘No!’ Madge’s cry was involuntary. She caught 
Captain Ben’s arm, pleading, ‘Don’t make me do that. 
I can search! I’m good in the woods! It isn’t fair to 
make me stay here and wait!’ 

‘Somebody has to do that,’ Captain Ben said 
kindly. ‘It’s just as important as searching. More so. 
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And it’s up to you to take orders like a good soldier.’ 

‘He’s right,’ John whispered to his sister. ‘You 
know he’s right, Madge.’ 

Madge was nodding, too overcome to speak, when 
a car appeared in the drive and from it clambered a 
well-remembered figure, a stoutish, motherly woman 
they had always known. 

‘Corabel!’ Madge exclaimed, and flew to her old 
nurse. 

‘I just got your message about Oliver,’ Corabel 
explained to her father. ‘I’ll take over headquarters 
here and you pass the word that anybody that wants 
it will find a hearty breakfast waiting.’ 

‘Thon 1 Can go ?’ Madge exclaimed, and Captain 
Ben nodded. ‘So long as you and John stick together,’ 
he agreed. 

After soir c^scussion with Shorty, Madge and 
John were assigned to a search of the woods on the 
Fairfields land, where they had had such an un- 
pleasant interview with John C. Middleston. 

‘You may find Middleston himself, bumbling 
around there,’ Captain Ben said. ‘But he won’t do 
any objectin’ today. He’s disagreeable, but he’ll do 
his share tryin’ to find Oliver all right.’ 

‘We’re going that way,’ Shorty added. ‘You can 
come along with us and we’ll drop you off.’ 

As they bounced along in the station wagon, John 
asked, ‘You’ve got the old miU covered, haven’t you, 
Captain Ben ?’ 

Again the Captain scowled and the colour mounted 
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in his cheeks. ‘That’s about the unlikelicst spot I can 
think of unless it was the planet Mars ! If one of you 
two hellcats was lost, I’d figure on lookin’ there. But 
Oliver’s never that crazy.’ 

‘But he might . . .’ John began. 

Shorty intervened. ‘Sure, we’ll search the mill. 
But we’ve got to take the nearer, likely places first 
That’s all Ben meant . . .’ 

Captain Ben, who was driving, jammed down the 
brake pedal and the jolt of a sudden stop interrupted 
Shorty. The portly form of John C. Middleston was 
in the middle of the road, behaving like a traffic 
policeman. 

‘Any news ?’ the land-owner demanded. 

‘No news, except it’s time we all got busy and did 
a little searchin’,’ Captain Ben growled. 

Middleston bristled. ‘Oh, it’s you, Ben Lewis!’ 
He peered into the car. ‘And Shorty McGowan, too. 
Well, McGowan, if you’re so anxious to be of service, 
you might start by telling where you hid that man- 
killing dog of yours.’ 

‘I might, but I’m not going to!’ 

The land-owner’s voice rose. ‘I demand to know 
where you and Ben Lewis hid that savage brute !’ 

Shorty’s face had lost its easy smile. His eyes 
were small with rage. ‘If I did know where my dog is, 
I wouldn’t tell you.’ 

‘And that goes for me, too,’ Captain Ben shouted 
suddenly. 

Madge and John exchanged bewildered glances. 
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What dog were they quarrelling about ? And anyway, 
why should a quarrel over a dog interrupt . . . 

Impatient at this senseless delay, Madge broke in, 
‘Stop it!’ 

The three men stared at her. 

‘Stop it, I say. I don’t know what you’re talking 
about, but you’ve got to forget it. The idea of wasting 
time over a silly quarrel when you ought to be 
searching for Oliver. Why, he might be djing while 
you fool aroimd here talking about a dog . . .’ 

Madge broke off abruptly. 

Over Middleston’s shoulder, unnoticed by any of 
the others, she saw a shaggy, wolf-like creature racing 
at top opccd towards them. A dog! A big, brindle 
shepherd dog charging like a furry comet, headed 
directly towards the station wagon ! 

The dog s’ ot past Middleston with a nudge that 
sent him staggering. It hurled itself on to the bumper 
of the car and thrust its body half through the 
driver’s window. It dropped something into Shorty 
McGowan’s lap. 

Middleston’s voice rose, shrill with excitement. 
‘That’s the dog that attacked me. I suppose you . . .’ 

‘Be still,’ Shorty snapped. Middleston was silent, 
staring, as they all did at the object the ex-Marine 
was holding up. A shoe! 

‘That’s my shoe,’ Madge cried. ‘I lent that pair to 
Oliver.’ 

‘Glory be, the dog has found the boy,’ Captain 
Ben said. ‘All we’ve got to do is follow him.’ 
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Middleston’s mouth hung open. His eyes bulged 
as he stared at the shoe. ‘Do you mean to say . . .’ 

‘Of course, I do,’ Shorty answered. ‘The dog found 
the little boy. He’s trained to bring me a token when 
he finds a wounded person. He’s an Army dog.’ 

Shorty’s arms were about his dog as he glared at 
Middleston. ‘And that’s the dog you’ve been yelling 
for us to kill. If you kill that dog, you’ll have to kill 
me first.’ 

Ben put the car in gear. ‘Turn Chang loose. 
Shorty. Tell him to take us to Oliver.’ 

Shorty opened the door and gestured with out- 
fiimg arms. ‘Chang! Search!’ 

The big dog was off with a bound, skimming back 
over the road they had just travelled, headed towards 
the towpath. The station wagon made a quick turn 
and followed after. 

‘Wait for me,’ Middleston shouted, and hurled 
himself on to the step. 

It was not two hours later that Oliver found him- 
self sitting at' the table in the Rabbit Run kitchen, 
devouring the last crumbs of a big helping of 
coimtry sausage. 

‘No more hot cakes, Corabel,’ he said dreamily. 
‘But if it’s not too much trouble - I mean if you 
happen to have any handy - I would like a piece of 
your apple pie.’ 

Shorty McGowan grinned. ‘Guess a few hours in 
that cellar didn’t sprain your appetite none. How’s 
the ankle ?’ 
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‘Oh, very comfortable, thank you. Shorty. I can’t 
begin to thank you - or your dog . . 

‘You said that before,’ Shorty protested. ‘About a 
dozen times by my count. It was all Chang’s doing, 
not mine. And lucky for you we picked the old mill 
to hide him in. And that you finally happened to give 
him the right command.’ 

‘If you don’t mind,’ Oliver said politely, ‘that’s 
one of the questions that has been bothering me. 
Why were you hiding him ? And some other things 
that happened right here at the farm. That telegram, 
for instance. And Captain Ben’s not being there 
when we came, and . . .’ 

‘Thar's lien’s yarn, not mine,’ Shorty grinned. 
‘He engineered this deal. Let him tell about it.’ 

John and Madge drew chairs closer. Corabel 
deposited a cnerous slice of pie in front of the 
invalid and joined the circle. ‘I might’ve known Pa 
would get into trouble if I left him alone here,’ she 
announced. 

‘I’d better begin with the begirnin’,’ Captain Ben 
said. ‘If there’s any questions, you fire ’em as I go 
along. In the first place. Shorty came home from the 
Pacific and brought his dog that was invalided out 
when he was. Because the doe’s got an old scar on 
his head and fool people want to pat him. Shorty 
kept him on leash, and the story got around that 
Chang was dangerous!’ 

‘And he snapped at Mr Middleston?’ Madge 
broke in. John nudged her. ‘Let him tell it.’ 
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‘Yep, Chang snapped at Middleston, and Middles- 
ton claimed the dog attacked him.’ 

‘Which was a lie,’ said Shorty, 

‘The court believed him, anyhow, as John and you 
heard, Madge. And the judge ordered the dog killed. 
But the dog couldn’t be found.’ 

‘I smuggled him out to Rabbit Run,’ said Shorty. 
‘If I kept him, sooner or later Middleston would 
have found it out. He was watching me.’ 

‘The afternoon you kids came,’ Captain Ben went 
on, ‘I was havin’ a bite here in the kitchen and Chang 
was with me. A kid from the village brought your 
telegram, I couldn’t let you get mixed up in some- 
thin’ pretty much like breakin’ the law. I had to act 
fast and get that dog out of the way. You see your 
telegram didn’t arrive till after your train time, so I 
barely had time to light out with the dog when you 
three came prancing down the road.’ 

‘It was you we heard in the brush,’ Oliver ex- 
claimed. 

‘That’s right. I took Chang over to the mill. And 
I phoned to Shorty. Shorty got here at the same time 
I got home. I met him w^aiting for me in the yard 
because he’d seen you kids in here. . . ’ 

‘The face at the window!’ John exclaimed. 

‘Then, next day,’ said Captain Ben, ‘you kids just 
about scared the life out of me by making a beeline 
for the old mill. I hadn’t dreamed that would happen 
and I guess I sounded pretty cross.’ 

‘And that night you told us about Peg-leg Swanson, 
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the pirate,’ Madge broke in. ‘Oh, Captain Ben, was it 
all just made up ?’ 

Captain Ben grinned sheepishly. ‘Well - 1 did once 
know a fellow called Peg-leg Swanson. He skippered 
a canal boat, too. But otherwise he used to take his 
wife and eleven tow-headed kids to church in what- 
ever town he tied up in on a Sunday. You couldn’t 
call him exactly a pirate. But I had to scare you away 
Ifom the mill somehow !’ 

‘It was Shorty’s crutches we heard thumping in 
the kitchen that night,’ John said to Oliver. 

‘I came to get news of my dog,’ Shorty nodded. 
‘You see. I knew he’d stay in the mill until he got 
orders lo come out, because he’s trained to do that. 
And I got sort of worried, thinking of him all alone 
out there . . .’ 

‘But it’s a1’ dgat now,’ Madge smiled. ‘I never sav/ 
anybody so admiring as Mr Middleston was when 
Chang led us to Oliver! I think he apologized very 
nicely.’ 

Oliver startled them with a loud yawn. He had 
regained a good colour and he looked stuffed to the 
limit with Corabel’s hearty breakfast. ‘Would you all 
excuse me?’ he asked, pushing back his chair. ‘I 
think, if nobody minds, I’d like to go to my room now 
and get a couple of hours’ good sleep. I’d like to be 
in good form before we have any more excitement at 
Rabbit Run.’ 
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Jimmy Takes 
Vanishing Lessons 

The school bus picked up Jimmy Crandall every 
morning at the side road that led up to his aunt’s 
house, and every afternoon it dropped him there 
again. And so twice a day, on the bus, he passed the 
entrance to the mysterious road. 

It wasn’t much of a road any more. It was choked 
with weeds and blackberry bushes, and the woods on 
both sides pressed in so closely that the branches 
met overhead, and it was dark and gloomy even on 
bright days. The bus driver once pointed it out. 

‘Folks that go in there after dark,’ he said, ‘well, 
they usually don’t ever come out again. There’s a 
haunted house about a quarter of a mile down that 
road.’ He paused. ‘But you ought to know about that, 
Jimmy. It was your grandfather’s house.’ 

Jimmy knew about it, and he knew that it now 
belonged to his Aunt Mary. But Jimmy’s aunt would 
never talk to him about the house. She said the stories 
about it were silly noijsense and there were no such 
things as ghosts. If all the villagers weren’t a lot of 
superstitious idiots, she would be able to let the house, 
and then she would have enough money to buy Jimmy 
some decent clothes and take him to the cinema. 
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Jimmy thought it was all very well to say that there 
were no such things as ghosts, but how about the 
people who had tried to live there ? Aunt Mary had 
let the house three times, but every family had 
moved out within a week. They said the things that 
went on there were just too queer. So nobody would 
live in it any more. 

Jimmy thought about the house a lot. If he could 
orly prove that there wasn’t a ghost . . . And one 
Saturday when his aunt was in the village, Jimmy 
took the key to the haunted house from its hook on 
the kitchen door, and started out. 

It had seemed like a fine idea when he had first 
thought of it - to find out for himself. Even in the 
silence and damp gloom of the old road it still 
seemed pretty good. Nothing to be scared of, he told 
himself. Ghosts aren't around in the daytime. But 
when he came out in the clearing and looked at those 
blank, dusty windows, he wasn’fcso sure. 

‘Oh, come on!’ he told himself. And he squared 
his shoulders and waded through the long grass to 
the porch. 

Then he stopped again. His feet did not seem to 
want to go up the steps. It took him nearly five 
minutes to persuade them to move. But when at 
last they did, they marched right up and across the 
porch to the front door, and Jimmy set liis teeth hard 
and put the key in the keyhole. It turned with a 
squeak. He pushed the door open and went in. 

That was probably the bravest thing that Jimmy 
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had ever done. He was in a long dark hall with 
closed doors on both sides, and on the right there 
were stairs going up. He had left the door open 
behind him, and the light from it showed him that, 
except for the hat-rack and table and chairs, the hall 
was empty. And then as he stood there, listening to 
the bumping of his heart, gradually the light faded, 
the hall grew darker and darker - as if something 
huge had come up on the porch behind him and 
stood there, blocking the doorway. He swung round 
quickly, but there was nothing there. 

He drew a deep breath. It must have been just a 
cloud passing across the sun. But then the door, all 
by itself, began to swing shut. And before he could 
stop it, it closed with a bang. And it was then, as he 
was pulling frantically at the handle to get out, that 
Jimmy saw the gh st. 

It behaved just as you would expect a ghost to 
behave. It was a tall, dim, white figure, and it came 
gliding slowly down the stairs towards him. Jimmy 
gave a yell, yanked the door open, and tore down the 
steps. 

He didn’t stop until he w’as well down the road. 
Then he had to get his breath. He sat down on a log. 
‘Boy!’ he said. ‘I’ve seen a ghost! Golly, was that 
awful!’ Then after a minute, he thought, ‘What was 
so awful about it? He was trying to scare me, like 
that smart aleck who was always jumping out from 
behind things. Pretty silly business for a grown-up 
ghost to be doing.’ 
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It always makes you cross when someone deliber- 
ately tries to scare you. And as Jimmy got over his 
fright, he began to get angry. And pretty soon he got 
up and started back. ‘I must get that key, anyway,’ 
he thought, for he had left it in the door. 

This time he approached very quietly. He thought 
he’d just lock the door and go home. But as he tip- 
toed up the steps he saw it was still open; and as he 
reached out cautiously tor the key, he heard a faint 
sound. He drew back and peeped round the door- 
jamb, and there was the ghost. 

The ghost was going back upstairs, but he wasn’t 
gliding now, he was doing a sort of dance, and every 
other step he would bend double and shake with 
laughter. His thin cackle was the sound Jimmy had 
heard. Evidently he was enjoying the joke he had 
played. 

That made Jimmy crosser than ever. He stuck his 
head farther around the door-jamb and yelled ‘Boo !’ 
at the top of his lungs. The ghost gave a thin shriek 
and leaped two feet in the air, then collapsed on the 
stairs. 

As soon as Jimmy saw he could scare the ghost even 
worse than the ghost could scare him, he wasn’t 
afraid any more, and he came right into the hall. 
The ghost was hanging on the banister and panting. 
‘Oh, my goodness!’ he gasped. ‘Oh, my gracious! 
Boy, you can’t do that to me !’ 

‘I did it, didn’t I ?’ said Jimmy. ‘Now we’re even.’ 

‘Nothing of the kind,’ said the ghost crossly. ‘You 
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seem pretty stupid, even for a bey. Ghosts are 
supposed to scare people. People aren’t supposed to 
scare ghosts.’ He got up slowly and glided down and 
sat on the bottom step. ‘But look here, boy; this 
could be pretty serious for me if people got to know 
about it.’ 

‘You mean you don’t want me to tell anybody 
about it ?’ Jimmy asked. 

‘Suppose we make a deal,’ the ghost said. ‘You 
keep quiet about this, and in return I’ll - well, let’s 
sec; how would you like to know how to vanish ?’ 

‘Oh, that would be swell !’ Jimmy exclaimed. 
‘But - can you vanish ?’ 

‘Sure,’ saio. the ghost, and he did. All at once he 
just wasn’t there. Jimmy w'as alone in the hall. 

But his voice went right on. ‘It would be pretty 
handy, w’ouldr’c !t?’ he said persuasively. ‘You 
could get into me cinema free whenever you w^anted 
to, and if your aunt called you to do something - 
when you w^ere in the garden, say - w'ell, she wouldn’t 
be able to find you.’ 

‘I don’t mind helping Aunt Mary,’ Jimmy said. 

‘H’m. High-minded, eh?’ said the ghost. ‘Well, 
then . . .’ 

‘I wish you’d please reappear,’ Jimmy interrupted. 
‘It makes me feel funny to talk to somebody who 
isn’t there.’ 

‘Sorry, I forgot,’ said the ghost, and there he was 
again, sitting on the bottom step. Jimmy could see 
the step, dimly, right through him. ‘Good trick, eh ? 
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Well, if you don’t like vanishing, maybe I could teach 
you to seep through keyholes. Like this.’ He floated 
over to the door and went right through the keyhole, 
the way water goes down the drain. Then he came 
back the same way. 

‘That’s useful, too,’ he said. ‘Getting into locked 
rooms and so on. You can go anywhere the wind can.’ 

‘No,’ said Jimmy. ‘There’s only one thing you can 
do to get me to promise not to tell about scaring you. 
Go and live somewhere else. There’s Miller’s up the 
road. Nobody lives there any more.’ ~ 

‘That old shack!’ said the ghost, with a nasty 
laugh. ‘Doors and windows half off, roof leaky - no 
thanks! What do you think it’s like in a storm, 
windows banging, rain dripping on you - I guess 
not! Peace and quiet, that’s really what a ghost 
wants out of life.’ 

‘Well, I don’t think it’s very fair,’ Jimmy said, ‘for 
you to live in a house that doesn’t belong to you and 
keep my aunt from letting it.’ 

‘Pooh!’ said the ghost. ‘I’m not stopping her from 
letting it. I don’t take up any room, and it’s not my 
fault if people get scared and leave.’ 

‘It certainly is!’ Jimmy said angrily. ‘You don’t 
play fair and I’m not going to make any bargain with 
you. I’m going to tell everybody how I scared you.’ 

‘Oh, you mustn’t do that !’ The ghost seemed quite 
disturbed and he vanished and reappeared rapidly 
several times. ‘If that got out, every ghost in the 
country would be in terrible trouble.’ 
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So they argued about it. The ghost said if Jimmy 
wanted money he could learn to vanish; then he 
could join a circus and get a big salary. Jimmy said 
he didn’t want to be in a circus; he wanted to go to 
college and learn to be a doctor. He was very firm. 
And the ghost began to cry. ‘But this is my home, 
boy,’ he said. ‘Thirty years I’ve lived here and no 
trouble to anybody, and now you want to throw me 
out into the cold world! And for what? A little 
money! That’s pretty heartless.’ And he sobbed, 
trying to make Jimmy feel cruel. 

Jimmy didn’t feel cruel at all, for the ghost had 
certainly driven plenty of other people out into the 
cold world. But he didn’t really think it would do 
much good for him to tell anybody that he had 
scared the ghost. Nobody would believe him, and 
how could he prove it? So after a minute he said, 
‘Well, all right. You teach me to vanish and I won’t 
tell.’ They settled it that way. 

Jimmy didn’t say anything to his aunt about what 
he’d done. But every Saturday he went to the haunted 
house for his vanishing lesson. It is really quite easy 
when you know how, and in a couple of weeks he 
could flicker, and in six weeks the ghost gave him an 
examination and he got a B plus, which is very good 
for a human. So he thanked the ghost and shook 
hands with him and said, ‘Well, good-bye now. You’ll 
hear from me.’ 

‘What do you mean by that ?’ said the ghost sus- 
piciously. But Jimmy just laughed and ran off home. 
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That night at supper Jimmy’s aunt said, ‘Well, 
what have you been doing today?’ 

‘I’ve been learning to vanish.’ 

His aunt smiled and said, ‘That must be fun.’ 

‘Honestly,’ said Jimmy. ‘The ghost up at grand- 
father’s house taught me.’ 

‘I don’t think that’s very funny,’ said his aunt. 
‘And will you please not - why, where are you ?’ she 
demanded, for he had vanished. 

‘Here, Aunt Mary,’ he said as he reappeared. 

‘Merciful heavens !’ she exclaimed, and she pushed 
back her chair and rubbed her eyes hard. Then she 
looked at him again. 

Well, it took a lot of explaining and he had to do it 
twice more before he could persuade her that he 
really could vanish. She was pretty upset. But at last 
she calmed down and they had a long talk. Jimmy 
kept his word and didn’t tell her that he had scared the 
ghost, but he said he had a plan and at last, though 
very reluctantly, she agreed to help him. 

So the next day she went up to the old house and 
started to work. She opened the windows and swept 
and dusted and aired the bedding, and made as much 
noise as possible. This disturbed the ghost, and pretty 
soon he came floating into the room where she was 
sweeping. She was scared all right. She gave a yell 
and threw the broom at him. As the broom went 
right through him and he came nearer, waving his 
arms and groaning, she slirank back. 

And Jimmy, who had been standing there invisible 
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all the time, suddenly appeared and jumped at the ghost 
with a ‘Boo!’ and the ghost fell over in a dead faint. 

As soon as Jimmy’s aunt saw that, she wasn’t 
frightened any more. She found some smelling salts 
and held them under the ghost’s nose, and when he 
came to she tried to help him into a chair. Of course, 
she couldn’t help him much because her hands went 
right through him. But at last he sat up and said 
reproachfully to Jimmy, ‘You broke your word!’ 

‘I promised not to tell about scaring you,’ said the 
boy, ‘but I didn’t promise not to scare you again.’ 

And his aunt said, ‘You really are a ghost, aren’t 
you ? I thought you were just stories people made up. 
Well, e::>_U5» me, but I must get on with my work.’ 
And she began sweeping and banging around with 
her broom harder than ever. 

The ghost put his hands to his head. ‘All this noise,’ 
he said. ‘Couldn’t you work more quietly, ma’am ?’ 

‘Whose house is this, anyway?’ she demanded. 
‘If you don’t like it, why don’t you move out ?’ 

The ghost sneezed violently several times. ‘Excuse 
me,’ he said. ‘You’re raising so much dust. Where’s 
that boy?’ he asked suddenly. For Jimmy had 
vanished again. 

‘I’m sure I don’t know,’ she replied. ‘Probably 
getting ready to scare you again.’ 

‘You ought to have better control of him,’ said the 
ghost severely. ‘If he was my boy. I’d take a hair- 
brush to him.’ 

‘You have my permission,’ she said, and she 
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reached right through the ghost and pulled the chair 
cushion out from under him and began banging the 
dust out of it. ‘What’s more,’ she went on, as he got up 
and glided w'earily to another chair, ‘Jimmy and I arc 
going to sleep here at night from now on, and I don’t 
“think it would be Very clever of you to try any tricks.’ 

‘Ha, ha,’ said the ghost nastily. ‘He who laughs 
last . . .’ 

‘Ha, ha, yourself,’ said Jimmy’s voice from close 
behind him. ‘And that’s me, laughing last.’ 

The ghost muttered and vanished. 

Jimmy’s aunt put cotton wool in her ears and slept 
that night in the best bedroom with the light lit. The 
ghost screamed for a while down in the cellar, but 
nothing happened, so he came upstairs. He thought 
he would appear to her as two glaring, fiery eyes, 
which was one of his best tricks, but first he wanted 
to be sure where Jimmy was. But he couldn’t find 
him. He hunted all over the house, and though he was 
invisible himself, he got more and more nervous. He 
kept imagining that at any moment Jimmy might 
jump out at him from some dark corner and scare 
him into fits. Finally he got so jittery that he went 
back to the cellar and hid in the coal bin ail night. 

The following days were just as bad for the ghost. 
Several times he tried to scare Jimmy’s aunt while 
she was working, but she didn’t take any notice, and 
twice Jimmy managed to sneak up on him and appear 
suddenly with a loud yell, frightening him dread- 
fully. He was, I suppose, rather timid even for a 
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ghost. He began to look quite haggard. He had 
several long arguments with Jimmy’s aunt, in which 
he wept and appealed to her sympathy, but she wa^ 
firm. If he wanted to live there he would have to pay 
rent, just like anybody else. There was the abandoned 
Miller farm two miles up the road. Why didn’t he 
move there ? 

When the house was all in apple-pie order, 
Jimmy’s aunt went dowm to the village to see a Mr 
and Mrs Whistler, who were living at the hotel 
because they couldn’t find a house to move into. She 
told them about the old house, but they said, ‘No, 
thank you. We’ve heard about that house. It’s 
haunted. I'M bet,’ they said, ‘you wouldn’t dare 
spend a night there.’ 

She told them that she had spent the last week 
there, but they evidently didn’t believe her. So she 
said, ‘You know my nephew, Jimmy. He’s twelve 
years old. I am so sure that the house is not haimted 
that, if you want to rent it, I will let Jimmy stay there 
with you every night until you are sure eveiylhing is 
all right.’ 

‘Ha!’ said Mr Whistler. ‘The boy won’t do it. 
He’s got more sense.’ 

So they sent for Jimmy. ‘W'hy, I’ve spent the last 
week there,’ he said. ‘Of course I will.’ 

But the Whistlers still refused. 

So Jimmy’s aunt w'cnt round and told a lot of the 
village people about their talk, and everybody made 
so much fun of the Whistlers for being afraid, when 
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a twelve-year-old boy wasn’t, that they were ashamed, 
and said they would rent it. So they moved in. 

Jimmy stayed there for a week, but he saw nothing 
of the ghost. And then one day one of the boys in his 
class told him that somebody had seen a ghost up at 
the Miller farm. So Jimmy Imew the ghost had taken 
his aunt’s advice. 

A day or two later he w'alked up to the Miller 
farm. There was no front door and he walked right 
in. There was some groaning and thumping up- 
stairs, and then after a minute the ghost came 
floating down. 

‘Oh, it’s you!’ he said. ‘Goodness sakes, boy, can’t 
you leave me in peace ?’ 

Jimmy said he’d just come up to see how he was 
getting along. 

‘Getting along fine,’ said the ghost. ‘From my 
point of view it’s a very desirable property. Peaceful. 
Quiet. Nobody playing silly tricks.’ 

‘Well,’ said Jimmy, ‘I won’t bother you if you 
don’t bother the Whistlers. But if you come back 
there . . .’ 

‘Don’t worry,’ said the ghost. 

So with the rent money, Jimmy and his aunt had 
a much easier life. They went to the cinema some- 
times twice a week, and Jimmy had all new clothes, 
and on Thanksgiving, for the first time in his life, 
Jimmy had a turkey. 

Once a week he would go up to the Miller farm to 
see the ghost and they got to be very good friends. 
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The ghost even came down to the Thanksgiving 
dinner, though of course he couldn’t cat much. He 
seemed to enjoy the warm.th of the house and he was 
in a very good humour. He taught Jimmy several 
more tricks. The best one was how to glare with 
fiery eyes, which was useful later on when Jimmy 
became a doctor and had to look down people’s 
throats to sec if their tonsils ought to come out. He 
wr.s really a pretty good fellow as ghosts go, and 
Jimmy’s aunt got quite fond of him herself. 

When the real winter weather began, she even 
used to worry about him a lot, because, of course, 
there was no heat in the Miller place and the doors 
and windovT didn’t amount to much and there was 
hardly any roof. The ghost tried to explain to her 
that the heat and cold didn’t bother ghosts at all. 

‘Maybe not,’ she said, ‘but just the same, it can’t 
be very pleasant.’ And when he accepted their 
invitation for Christmas dinner she knitted some red 
woollen slippers, and he was so pleased that he 
broke dow^n and cried. And that made Jimmy’s aunt 
so happy, she broke down and cried. 

Jimmy didn’t cry, but he said, ‘Aunt Mar}', don't 
you think it would be nice if the ghost came down and 
lived w’ith us this winter ?’ 

‘I w'ould feel very much better about him if he 
did,’ she said. 

So he stayed with them that w'inter, and then he 
just stayed on, and it must have been a peaceful 
place for the last I heard he w'as still there. 

71 



MANLY WADE WELLMAN 


Let’s Haunt 
a House 

The wooded slope on which a dozen Scouts of Troop 
15 had pitched their week’s camp was naturally 
cheerful. Sun and sky were bright, and the shade was 
enough. A spring gurgled; there was firewood at 
hand. But every camper gazed glumly as Assistant 
Scoutmaster Brimmer drove off in Junior Scout- 
master Sheehan’s car to get police help. 

On the night before, Mr Brimmer’s car had 
vanished - without explanation or trace. Not even 
the lightest sleeper had heard an engine start. 
Nobody could expect wheel tracks on the rocky 
down-slope from camp, but the soft dirt road below 
would have shown zigzags to match the distinctive 
tread of Mr Brimmer’s new tyres, and there was 
nothing but marks of smooth, worn tyres. Holmes 
(Sherlock) Hamilton, leader of the Hound Patrol, 
knit his black brows to denote a sense of duty 
shirked. 

Sherlock’s nickname, his detective hobby, and the 
fact that his father was Hillwood’s police chief 
should have been enough. If they weren’t, Sherlock 
had one solved mystery to his credit. Dolefully he 
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addressed Assistant Patrol Leader Doc Watson. 
‘No clues, no noises, no tracks. Ghosts must have 
gobbled it up.’ 

‘Maybe ghosts did,’ volunteered Chuck Schaefer. 
‘The farmers around here say there’s a haunted 
house two miles dovra the road.’ 

‘Leave it to Mr Palmer,’ said Doc Watson. He 
was plump but not soft, and spectacles did not hide 
his bright eyes. ‘He’s a police sergeant when he’s 
not our Scoutmaster. Mr Brimmer will bring him 
back by tonight . . .’ 

‘And Mr Palmer will explode all the ghost theories.’ 
A new voice broke in. Lean, humorous Max 
Hinkel ..a oiled over from the pit where he had 
buried some breakfast rubbish. ‘Ghost stories - you 
sound Middlc-Agey, Sherlock.’ 

‘I’m not middle-aged,’ Sherlock punned. ‘I was 
fifteen last biichday, and ditto Doc. I don’t believe 
in ghosts, anyway.’ 

‘I don’t cither,’ chimed in Doc. ‘I’m just kind of 
afraid of them.’ 

‘Not me,’ sniffed Max. ‘Let’s visit this haunted 
house.’ 

The Junior Scoutmaster had planned a morning’s 
hike, and willingly altered the route to follow the 
road. The Scouts found a waterworn trail branching 
off, and explored its rocky length vmtil their leader 
held up his hand for a halt. 

‘No farther,’ he decreed. ‘I don’t want any night- 
mares among you boys tonight.’ 
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‘I see the house down there,’ said Max, peering 
into a hollow full of tall, gloomy trees. 

It was a lofty old structure, two stories high, with 
boarded-up windows and an ancient slate roof. Its 
paint had weathered and faded to a sorrowful grey. 
Sherlock, too, gazed, then turned to join the depart- 
ing hikers. 

‘If there were ghosts, they’d live there in regi- 
ments,’ he said. 

‘I wouldn’t go there after dark,’ commented 
Chuck Schaefer, ‘not for a Congressional Medal.’ 

‘Medals are for heroes,’ scoffed Max. ‘I’d go 
there for nothing, just to prove whatever it would 
prove.’ 

The hike finished and the noon meal eaten, Sher- 
lock brought up the subject again. ‘You’d visit that 
haimted house after dark, w’ould you. Max ?’ 

‘I read you like a book, Sherlock,’ replied Max. 
‘You’re daring me to visit Creep Castle after sun- 
down.’ 

‘Medals are for heroes,’ Sherlock quoted Max’s 
own words. ‘Listen to this. Doc. If Max will go there. 
I’ll give him an item for his collection of junk - that 
Mexican War medal I found.’ 

‘It’s a deal,’ said Max. He walked aw'ay towards the 
spring. Doc and Sherlock exchanged grins and winks. 

‘You know my methods, Watson,’ said Sherlock 
softly. ‘I was going to give him the medal anyway. 
Now . . .’ 

‘A healthy scare might stir his blood and make liim 
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grow ?’ Doc’s habitual grin grew broader. ‘Count me 
in.’ 

Sundown brought gloom to the camp site, deeper 
gloom to the road below. At the point w'here the trail 
to the haunted house branched off was the deepest 
gloom of all. 

‘Here’s where I leave you,’ Sherlock told Max. He 
turned off his torch, and made his voice sound 
hollow. 

‘You’ll wait here ?’ demanded Max, a little defiant, 
to mask the uneasiness he could not wholly shake off. 

‘I promised nothing. Get going.’ 

Max moved cautiously over the rough stones. 
Alone, Sherlock threw off his Scout shirt, displaying 
a lightweight black jersey. From a pocket he pro- 
duced a burnt cork and liberally coated his face. 
He hoped that Doc Watson’s stealthy thirty-second 
start had been time enough for him to reach and 
enter the house. Doc would w'ear a sheet to present 
Max with a white ghost in front; Sherlock would 
follow behind as a black one. He hurried his prepara- 
tions to a finish and moved after Max, silent on his 
canvas shoes. Separately the tw'o approached the 
house among the shadow'y trees, the unsuspecting 
Max and the furtive Sherlock. 

Mounting the tumble-down porch. Max tugged at 
the front door. It opened, squeaking and grating like 
something in a radio horror programme. Max peered, 
then went in. A moment later, Sherlock stoic 
noiselessly after him, sliding along the wall inside. 
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The front room was musty and still. Max moved 
over boards that creaked. He stared at a point where 
one carelessly boarded window gave trifling light, 
next to some stairs. On the stairs stirred and 
rustled something pallid and shapeless. 

‘Ahhhhh,’ murmured the white thing, and waved 
draped arms. 

i'lax jumped back, but only two feet. He cleared 
his throat. 

‘Come out of that sheet. Doc Watson,’ he chal- 
lenged, not very shakily. ‘Don’t you think I know 
your pudgj' outline, even in this light ?’ 

‘Ahhhhh.’ moaned the thing again, and descended 
a step. Max’s eyes, braced wide open, were getting a 
trifle used to the gloom. 

‘I know you and your bedding too. I suppose that’s 
3'our pal Shcrlc .K un the stairs behind you.’ 

‘I’m right here,’ said Sherlock hollowly at Max’s 
shoulder blades. 

Max jumped as if somebody had stuck him with a 
pin. 

‘ Then whaTs on the stairs u'ith Doc ?' 

Something towering and black behind the sheeted 
figure emitted a menacing growl. Max whirled and 
sprinted out of the door, off the porch, and across 
the hollow. Behind him, speedy for all his plumpness, 
hustled Doc Watson, his sheet flapping behind him 
like a banner. Neither stopped until they had run 
the length of the rocky terrain and gained the road. 

As his feet struck the soft earth. Max stopped so 
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quickly that Doc bumped into him from behind. 
‘Wh-what’s that?’ quavered Max, pointing un- 
steadily at something that flapped. 

‘A shirt on a bush,’ said Doc. ‘Sherlock hung it 
there.’ 

‘Where’s Sherlock ?’ demanded Max, staring along 
the way he had come. ‘I heard him inside the house.’ 

But neither of them heard him now. 

Sherlock still stood against the wall of the old 
front room, not five feet from the door. The abrupt 
flight of Max, with Doc at his heels, had delayed 
Sherlock’s own retreat; and the doorway was now 
blocked by the huge dark shape that had followed 
Doc dowmstairs. It stood long and motionlessly, 
uttering no sound beyond heavy breathing. Then it 
turned heavily and faced the interior, lingering on 
the threshold. Sherlock held his own breath, glad 
of the dark jersey and the burnt cork that he had 
donned to frighten Max. Now they helped him blend 
into the darkness. 

‘Well?’ came a harsh, high voice from upstairs, 
making Sherlock’s scalp crawl with shocked terror. 
‘What was it ?’ 

The big thing in the doorway made a gruff sound 
in its throat, and replied in a voice as deep as a bull- 
frog’s, ‘Can’t be sure, Corey. You were in the attic, 
huh ? I was just opening a tin of hash in the upstairs 
back room when I heard feet down here, on the 
stairs. I started down as quiet as I could, and some- 
body else came in. They talked together - sounded 
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like kids. Then one of ’em saw me and they went out 
of here like dogs with tins tied to ’em.’ 

‘Did you sec ’em plain outside?’ demanded the 
high voice. 

‘For just a second. They dusted away under the 
trees faster’n my eyes could follow, let alone me. 
They sounded like kids . . .’ 

‘But maybe they weren’t, Corey,’ finished the high 
voice. 

The footsteps that came downstairs sounded light 
and active, like a small, spry man. ‘You were smart 
not to go after ’em. Somebody might have had a gun.’ 

‘Strike a light,’ said the big fellow called Corey, 
and Sherlock ftlt his tongue grow dry between his 
teeth. But the other man made an ugly noise of 
scornful refusal. 

‘Won’t you e* :t learn, Corey ? Anybody watching 
could see the light between the boards on the win- 
dows. We stay dark in here after sundowm, like I told 
you when we first came. The people around here 
give the place plenty of leeway, with all the ghost 
stories about it; but lights might bring the cops.’ 

Corey came back inside and pulled the door shut. 
He turned - Sherlock thought Corey was coming his 
way, and retreated along the w'all as silently as he 
could. But there was a creak as a hea\y weight 
settled on an old chair. ‘Come on dowTi, Stubs,’ 
Corey urged his companion. ‘Let’s listen for a while 
before we turn in.’ 

Stubs descended the stairs and sat on the bottom 
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step. Sherlock saw him dimly in the feeble light that 
hung there. He was as short as his name, but built 
for action with wide shoulders and narrow hips and 
a head carried alertly upright. Something clinked - 
Stubs had laid a metal object on the step beside him. 
Agim? 

‘It’s going to be lonesome here,’ complained 
Corey. ‘Three days and nights in this spook hole, 
and I feel spooky myself.’ 

‘Good,’ Stubs rejoined. ‘The local yokels expect 
spooks. Maybe what we’re doing has its drawbacks, 
but it’s better than working, isn’t it ?’ 

‘And you can’t beat the hours,’ said Corey, his 
good humour a little restored. ‘We ain’t done bad so 
far. We got one night before last, another last night, 
and you say you spotted another we can get tomorrow 
night. Pull ’em to pieces, and eighty-eight garages 
hungry for parts will push and scramble to pay our 
prices . . .’ 

Sherlock had continued to move along the wall, 
silent on rubber-clad feet, as he had learned to do in 
many a night game. He hugged the wall, so that 
floorboards would not creak. A gust of cool air 
fanned his cork-smeared cheek, and he put out a 
hand and found the edge of an open door. Corey and 
Stubs chattered on and he crouched down to back 
through the doorway into the next room. 

For an instant of horror he feared there was no 
next room. His backward-groping foot could not 
find a floor to stand on, and only a quick, noiseless 
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grab for the door-jamb kept him from falling. Then 
his foot stretched lower and touched solid wood. 
Another stairway here, going down - Sherlock pain- 
fully descended another step, another. He groped 
around a turn in the stairs and to a door below 
tightly closed. 

For long minutes he waited, hand on latch, until 
Stubs said something in his harsh high voice that set 
both men laughing in the room above. Under cover 
of the whoops, Sherlock hfted the latch, slipped 
through, and closed the door behind him. 

It was darker here than upstairs. He knelt and 
touched a cement floor, then a cement wall. Sniffing, 
he detected an oily smell. Upstairs Corey and Stubs 
discussed something, but he could not make out the 
w'ords. From his pocket he drew his torch, paused to 
gather all his iowers of attention. I'hen he flashed it 
on, held it for two seconds, and flashed it off again. 

He had seen a big rectangular chamber, with 
double doors at the far end. These must lead to an 
entry from lower ground behind the house. The 
basement itself was furnished with a long bench of 
dark wood along one wall, with boxes upon it, and 
larger crates and kegs underneath it. Nearer the 
double doors was a jumble of big, irregular shapes, 
covered with old blankets and tarpaulins. Sherlock 
tiptoed gingerly towards where he had seen the 
bench. 

He felt for and found its corner. Next he groped 
into a box, and lifted out something that felt like a’^ 
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ornamental cap for the radiator of a car. Returning 
it, he felt other things in the box - sparking plugs, 
he decided. Another box held more small parts for 
a car - no, much more than enough for one car. 

What had Stubs said? A job that’s better than 
working. The men had mentioned garages. Was this a 
garage ? Why run a garage here, and why hide it if 
they were running it ? 

Feeling his way along the bench, he touched some- 
thing with his toe and stooped to investigate. A 
cylinder head, he guessed, and beside it three more. 
Beyond he came upon some rods leaning against the 
wall beyond the bench, and, afraid of knocking them 
down, he gave them a wide berth and continued on 
to the double doors. 

But he found that they were padlocked shut, and 
turned back to the bulks swathed in blankets and 
tarpaulins. Perhaps he could hide among them imtil 
morning, then find his way upstairs and out. 

The nearest tarpaulin covered a heap of bumpers. 
No dents or breaks - they were certainly not here for 
repair. Next he uncovered a stack of tyres, still on 
their rims. He prodded the uppermost. Tyres; he 
remembered the mystery of the morning. His fingers 
quested along the tread of one, then another. 

The pattern was sharp-cut, new, and recognizable. 
He and the other Scouts had searched for its marks 
short hours ago. The rear tyres of Mr Brimmer’s 
vanished car had been patterned in just that zigzag 
fashion. 
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‘Now I know !’ 

He opened his mouth to say it aloud, and stopped 
just in time. He almost knew, really, but very shortly 
he would make sure. He lifted off the two zigzag- 
treaded tyres, then two more that must have shod 
Mr Brimmer’s front wheels. The tyres below were 
worn smooth, like the tyres that had made the marks 
in the road, marks disregarded by himself and others. 
He lifted one, and found it strangely heavy. It still 
contained the complete wheel. 

‘I do know!’ 

And when the knowledge drove into his mind, 
perhaps he could be excused for dropping the wheel, 
and kJiocking over the whole stack of tyres with a 
heavy echoing thump. 

Instantly the voices upstairs fell silent. He heard 
Stubs and Cor .-y get to their feet. He heard the floor 
creak as they moved cautiously but purposefully 
towards the basement stairs, the hea\7 feet of Corey 
and the surer, lighter feet of Stubs. 

Caught, Sherlock told himself wretchedly. There 
were only two ways out of the basement - one pad- 
locked, the other being blocked by the men who were 
after him. He must think of something brilliant and 
decisive, something that would give him the right to 
the nickname of Sherlock, or inside brief seconds . . . 

Sherlock! Of course, it was in Sherlock Holmes! 
Not in the stories, but in the play. He himself had 
never seen William Gillette as the great detective, but 
his father had often told him about it. The big scene 
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especially lived in his imagination. A dark room, 
murderous villains, and how Sherlock Holmes had 
mis-directed their attack. 

He snapped on his torch, ran to the bench, and set 
it there so that its beam made a halo of radiance at 
the door. Light must have seeped at once through the 
cracks, for the men, halfway downstairs, paused. 

‘Guns, Corey,’ Sherlock heard Stubs say. His heart 
racing and his lip caught in his teeth, Sherlock tip- 
toed to the door and stood next to its hinges. A hand 
rattled the latch, lifted it. The door was thrown open, 
screening him from the rest of the cellar. 

‘There he is!’ Stubs yelled furiously. ‘Slap him 
full of lead!’ 

Revolver shots rang in the cellar like a bombard- 
ment. Both Stubs and Corey were snarling and shout- 
ing as they charged the light after their volley. As 
they cleared the door Sherlock spun into it and darted 
up the stairs. He tripped on the top one, but kept his 
feet. Four mighty leaps carried him to the front door. 
He wrenched it open and ran as Max and Doc had 
done, making for the trail that led to the road. 

Racing along the stony path, he strained his eyes 
to see ahead. Almost at the road, he came to a halt. 
A car was parked squarely across the head of the 
trail, and figures moved stealthily towards him. 
Allies of Corey and Stubs ? He tried to turn and rim 
back the way he had come, but bumped into a tree, 
and cried out despite himself. 

‘That you, Sherlock ?’ called Doc Watson. 
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‘Take it easy,’ said someone else. It was Sergeant 
Palmer, his Scoutmaster, pushing close with a grim 
expression on his normally pleasant face. Others 
gathered around Sherlock - Max, Doc, Mr Brimmer, 
and a broad-bodied stranger who wore the star that 
identified the township constable. 

‘We made it to camp in about eight jumps,’ Doc 
told Sherlock pantingly. ‘Mr Brimmer was back with 
Sergeant Palmer, and he and the constable drove 
down here to find out . . .’ 

‘It’s all solved,’ Sherlock cut in hurriedly. ‘I’ve 
been dowm in the cellar of the place. There are two 
men stealing cars. I found parts of Mr Brimmer’s car, 
and of two cr three others. They’re stripping the 
stolen cars for parts, tyres and so on, and arc selling 
them secondhand.’ 

‘That’s vvh;,’ said Mr Brimmer. ‘But how did 
they get my car away without our hearing it or 
finding the tyre marks ?’ 

‘I found that out, too,’ said Sherlock. ‘Stacked with 
your tyres were other smooth-w'orn old tyres, with 
your wheels still inside them. That explains it. They 
sneaked up and switched the tyres so we couldn’t sec 
any tread patterns w-c knew. And they could roll the 
car downhill without starting the motor.’ 

Sergeant Palmer w'as moving along the trail again. 
‘Careful,’ Sherlock called softly. ‘They have guns. 
They shot at me - that is, they shot at where I made 
them think I was.’ 

‘You've given us enough information, Sherlock,’ 
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Sergeant Palmer told him. ‘Keep quiet. You and the 
others stay at the rear. Constable, you and I will go 
up the trail at either side.’ 

He slid in among the trees to the right, the con- 
stable to the left, and both stole in the direction of the 
house. They hid not gone a score of paces before 
the sound of feet - a pair of heavy feet, another pair 
of light ones - came towards them from the hollow. 

Sergeant Palmer paused behind a trunk that would 
turn any bullet, and drew his police revolver. His 
other hand flashed a light along the trail, and in its 
glow two figures stopped and made as if to rim. 

‘You’re under arrest,’ snapped the sergeant quickly. 
‘Drop those guns and hold up your hands.’ 

There were two clinks on the stones, and the men 
glumly lifted their arms. 

‘Okay, you win,’ squealed Stubs angrily. ‘You got 
us surrounded.’ 

The constable and Sergeant Palmer closed in, 
quickly snatching up the two fallen revolvers. The 
others came up to watch. Sherlock had a good look 
at his enemies for the first time. 

‘Surroimded ?’ Palmer took time to repeat. 

‘Sure. Back at the house - how’d your pal slip into 
the basement ? We shot his torch full of holes, but 
we didn’t get him. If he’s coming up behind us, yell 
out that we’ve quit. I don’t want no slugs in my 
back.’ 

The constable had brought out a pair of handcuffs, 
and now he shackled Corey’s right wrist to Stubs’ 
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left. Sergeant Palmer slid his revolver back into its 
holster and chuckled. 

‘I only know half the story so far,’ he told the 
prisoners, ‘but w'e didn’t have anybody there - no 
other peace officers, at least. This boy’ - and he 
clapped Sherlock on the shoulder - ‘was the one who 
found out what you were up to, and scared you into 
tliinking you were surrounded.’ 

Corey and Stubs glared at Sherlock. Corey 
moistened his lips. ‘Good night! Boy Scouts,’ he 
grumbled. ‘What’s your name, kid?’ 

‘Just call him Sherlock,’ piped up Doc Watson. 


^7 



CONSTANCE SAVERY 


The Wastwych 
Secret 

When we were children we lived with Grand- 
mamma and Grandpapa Wastwych in their house on 
the borders of the grey-green marshes. Our parents 
were in Africa ; and we had lived at Marigolds for so 
long that we had lost all memory of our former life, 
and Mamma and Papa were only pleasant dream- 
land names. 

We were happy children, living quiet sunny lives 
without shadow or event. If we were a little afraid of 
stem Grandpapa Wastwych, in his white ruffled 
shirts and brown velvet clothes and gold repeater, 
we ardently admired our gay and gracious grand- 
mamma with the blue eyes and silvery hair. To our 
childish minds, she seemed the soul of goodness and 
dignity and charm; in all the countryside there was 
no old lady who could compare with her. To rebel 
against Grandmamma’s decisions, to question her 
wishes, to doubt her wisdom and righteousness - 
these were crimes beyond the range of our wildest 
thoughts. 

So, on the day when Jessica Fairlie came to have 
tea with us, we naturally spoke much of Grand- 
mamma in our efforts to entertain our guest. Jessica 
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was neat and ladylike, with small features and pale 
gold ringlets. We feared her at first sight; and before 
tea was over, we knew that she was indeed a person 
to be respected. She attended a school for yoimg 
ladies; she was fond of needlework; she thought 
most games rough and all boys objectionable; she 
was trusted to pay long visits to her relations all by 
herself, without a nurse. In fact, our possession of a 
wonderfully clever and interesting grandmamma 
was the only point in our favour; in all else we were 
hopelessly inferior to our visitor. 

After tea, therefore, we tried to show her how 
marvellous a grandmamma we had. We escorted her 
to a cornet of the drawing-room and showed her 
Grandmamma’s first sampler. 

‘Look,’ we said. ‘Grandmamma did that when she 
was six.’ 

We were justly proud of the sampler, for in each 
corner stood a red flowerpot containing a small 
orange tree with green leaves and golden fruit. In the 
middle were the words : 

W'orkcd by me, Jane Caroline, 

In the year eighteen hundred and nine. 

Grandmamma had composed the poetry herself, 
which shows how' very clever she w'as, even at six 
years old. 

Jessica blinked her pale eyes and said that the 
sampler was beautiful. Then we took her to see a 
model under a glass shade - a basket filled with pears 
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and plums and grapes made in wax. Jessica admired 
it very much and would hardly beheve that Grand- 
mamma had really made it. 

Next we took her to show her Grandmamma’s 
dried herbs and her pickles and ointments and spices 
and preserves; and wc begged Margery, the still- 
room maid, to give us a little parsley jelly in a 
saucer for Jessica, who had never tasted it. Grand- 
mamma’s parsley jelly had a surprising and dis- 
agreeable taste, but the colour was charming - it was 
a delicate pale green. Jessica shuddered at the first 
mouthful and put down the spoon in haste. 

After that we showed her some white skeleton 
leaves and our doll’s feather furniture, all of which 
Grandmamma’s clever fingers had made for us. 
Jessica’s eyes became as round as sea pebbles. She 
said, ‘I would like to see your grandmamma.’ 

We took her to the window, for we had heard 
Grandmamma’s voice in the drive below. There 
stood Grandmamma, broom in hand, helping the 
garden boy to clear away the leaves. She was wearing 
a great dark blue cloak with a peaked hood; and 
in spite of her odd attire she looked as dignified 
as possible. 

Jessica studied her hard for a full minute. Then 
she said, T’m going home now.’ 

‘Why, you have not played with us yet,’ w^e 
protested. 

‘I am going home now,’ replied Jessica. 

And she w'ent. The next day w'e met her taking a 
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walk with her aunt’s maid. Nurse Grimmitt and the 
maid were friendly, so Jessica was told to walk on 
ahead with Nonie, Tawny and me. 

‘Why did you go home so early yesterday ?’ asked 
Tawny. 

Jessica looked round to make sure that Nurse 
Grimmitt and the maid could not hear. 

‘I will tell you if you like,’ she said mysteriously. 
Tt was because of your grandmamma.’ 

‘Because of Grandmamma?’ we echoed in con- 
fusion and amazement. 

‘Yes,’ said Jessica, speaking very calmly. ‘Your 
grandmam.ma is a witch, and I do not like witches.’ 

I cannot well describe the effect her words had 
upon us; but I know that the sxm began to jump here 
and there in the sky and that cold shuddering thrills 
ran through ou little bodies. 

‘Grandmamma is not a witch!’ gasped Nonie. 

‘Oh yes, she is,’ Jessica assured us. ‘I am quite sure 
of it. When I heard her name, I thought that it was 
a witch’s name; for of course a witch would be 
called “Was-a- witch”. ’ 

‘It’s “Wastwych”, ’ we remonstrated timidly. 

‘Then that is even worse,’ returned Jessica, 
‘because “Wastwych” must mean “Was-the-wftch”, 
as if she were a particular!) dreadful one who was 
more important than the rest. And I have other 
proofs. First of all, there is that sampler. No one 
who was not a witch could possibly have done such a 
clever piece of work as that. Then there was her 
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horrible jelly, which was just the kind of thing a 
witch would make. And you yourselves said that she 
made preserves from sloes and elderberries and 
crab-apples - and of course they are all witchy jams, 
every one of them. And then nobody but a witch 
could make leaves turn into skeletons and feathers 
into dolls’ furniture.’ 

‘Nonsense!’ said Tawny. 

Jessica looked at him coldly. 

‘Listen to me, little boy,’ she said. ‘I know all 
about witches, because there used to be one in our 
village, and because my papa has a large book on 
witchcraft in liis study. I should not say that your 
grandmamma was a witch unless I had very good 
reasons for saying it. Here is another reason - your 
grandmamma dresses like a witch. I have never seen 
an ordinary old lady in a blue cloak with a peaked 
hood 1’ 

We were dumb. Jessica went on impressively, ‘I 
have still one more proof; and when you have heard 
it, I think you will be obliged to confess that what I 
say is true. Your grandmamma rides over the marshes 
on her broomstick to visit the Will-o’-thc-Wisp.’ 

‘She doesn’t!’ we cried, midway betw'cen terror 
and belief. 

‘There is a Will-o’-the-Wisp on the marshes - you 
can’t deny it,’ replied Jessica with finality. 

‘Grandpapa says that it is only the light from a 
little hut where poachers sometimes lurk,’ said Nonie. 

‘Aunt’s maid says it is a Will-o’-the-Wisp,’ Jessica 
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said firmly. ‘We can see it from our house. And every 
evening just after six o’clock an old woman in a blue 
cloak goes gliding along the marshes to that light. 
The first time I saw her she was carrying a broom! 
I see her every night while I am being put to bed. It 
is your grandmamma. She walks very fast in spite of 
the pools and quagmires, and on dark nights she 
cairies a horn lantern. She comes home at seven 
o’clock, gliding over the ground. If you don’t believe 
me, just you watch what she does between six and 
seven tonight.’ 

We looked at one another in dismay ; for strangely 
enough C;.u.nJmamma had lately developed a curious 
habit of vanishing from the house just at that time. 
Jessica saw her advantage. 

‘It is a grear disgrace to have a witch in one’s 
family,’ she sa.^. ‘Of course, she may be a harmless 
white witch, but there is never any knowing. I 
wonder what your friends would think if they could 
know that your grandmamma was a witch. I am 
afraid that they would never speak to you again, or 
to her, either.’ 

‘Oh, don’t tell anyone, Jessica!’ we implored. 

‘I do not know whether it would be right to keep 
such a dreadful secret,’ said Jessica. ‘Suppose she 
cast a spell over my Aunt Matilda, or blighted the 
gooseberry bushes in the garden ?’ 

In a moment of time Nonie and I saw ourselves 
outcasts, witch-children to whom nobody would 
speak. 
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‘Oh, Jessica, don’t tell!’ I pleaded. ‘Here is my 
little mother-of-pearl penknife - you may have it if 
you care to take it.’ 

‘And here is my mole and blue satin bag,’ said 
Nonie, hurriedly thrusting it into Jessica’s willing 
hand. ‘Dear Jessica, you will not tell ?’ 

‘I will think it over,’ said Jessica, ‘I will keep the 
matter a secret for at least one day.’ 

Then the maid stunmoned her; and we went home 
with Nurse Grimmitt, our steps dragging as if our 
shoes were weighted with lead. It seemed unutterably 
wicked to suspect our dear, beautiful grandmamma 
of witchcraft; and yet Jessica had produced such an 
appalling array of proofs that our hearts sank when 
we remembered them. Our only comfort was in 
Tawny, who stoutly declared that he did not believe 
a word of Jessica’s crazy talk. His courage went far 
to revive our flagging spirits; and when we saw 
Grandmamma sewing peacefully in the drawing- 
room at home, we actually ventured to laugh at 
Jessica’s story. 

Nevertheless, Nonie and I felt restless and uneasy 
when the hour of six drew nigh. 

‘Estelle,’ said Nonie, ‘do you think it would be 
very WTong for us to slip into the garden to see where 
Grannie walks at night ? For if she does not go over 
the marshes, we may feel quite, quite certain that she 
is not a - you know what. I shall not believe any of 
those other proofs if only we can be sure that Jessica 
was mistaken about the marshes.’ 
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‘Perhaps it is best to make sure,’ I agreed, though 
my heart beat fast at the thought of such an ad- 
venture. I wished that Tawny could have come with 
us, but he always spent the hour between six and 
seven over a Latin lesson with our austere grandpapa. 
We must fare forth unaided and alone. 

Soon we were waiting in the dark shadow of some 
bush.es close by a gate that opened on the marshes, 
lying all silvery green in the moonlight, with dusky 
patches of water here and there ringed with treacher- 
ous sucking moss. Very cruel and dangerous were 
the marshes, smile as they might beneath their 
summer cp’j. ‘t of king-cups and cuckoo-flowers, and 
peaceful as they lo..ked under winter moon and stars. 
Far off we could sec the dim blue glimmer from 
Will-o’-the-Wisp’s house; and we shivered as we 
lingered in the ^old, waiting to see what would 
happen. 

Then a door opened softly, stealthily, and a tall 
figure in a peaked blue hood came down the path. 
We needed not to be told whose figure it was; for no 
one save Grandmamma walked with that firm, swift 
tread. In fear-filled silence we watched her open the 
gate and step out on to the marshes, walking \\ith 
such sure, rapid steps that she seemed almost to fly 
over the ground. Nonie ana I needed no further 
proof. We clasped each other’s hands and went back 
in misery to the house. 

I am glad to remember that never for an instant 
did we fear any personal harm from Grandmamma’s 
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witcheries. We were too fond of her to dream that 
she might hurt us - all that we dreaded was the 
disgrace that would fall on a family known to have a 
witch in it. Of that shame and horror we could not 
bear to think. 

Apart from Tawny’s sturdy faith in Grand- 
mamma, we had nothing to comfort us in our dis- 
tress. We dared not confide in Nurse, and Jessica was 
most unkind. When we next met her, she questioned 
us strictly; and after she had made us own that we 
had seen Grandmamma on the marshes, she nodded 
her head in satisfaction. 

‘But you won’t tell ?’ we pleaded. 

‘I think that people ought to know,’ said Jessica. 
It was not easy to persuade her to keep our secret a 
little longer. In the end we gained a week’s grace, 
but in order to obtain it we were obliged to offer her 
one of our best dolls, a needlccase with a green satin 
cover, and three cedarwood pencils. As soon as the 
week was over she met us again, determined to reveal 
all she knew. Once more we bribed her, this time with 
my red necklace of coral flowers. 

After that, we had to make her a present every day. 
One by one our dearest treasures disappeared from 
our three toy-cupboards, for Jessica would never 
take anything less than the best. In spite of her fear of 
witches, she became bold enough to invite herself to 
play with us, so that she might choose her presents 
more conveniently. 

We did not enjoy Jessica’s visits. When she came, 
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we sat in silent grief, knowing that our hearts would 
soon be wrung with sorrow. When she went, we hid 
in our toy-cupboards, crying. But we never thought 
of resisting. She had all she wanted. 

Little by little the toy-cupboards were emptied 
until there came a dreadful day when Jessica turned 
away with the disdainful words, ‘There is nothing 
worth taking. You have very few toys.’ 

‘We used to have plenty,’ said Tawny. 

‘I am going to have tea with the Miss Forrests 
tomorrow,’ said Jessica. ‘They have a much larger 
playroom than yours, and your dolls’ house is nothing 
in comparison with theirs. I have told them that there 
is a secret about your grandmamma, and they arc 
very curious to hear it.’ 

‘But you won’t tell, Jessica ?’ we entreated for the 
hundredth time. ‘Think of all the things we have 
given you - all the gilt tables and chairs from our 
dolls’ house and Tawny’s whip and his ninepins and 
his Chinese doll and the jumping frog and the book of 
fair>’ tales and the tea-set and . . .’ 

Jessica looked at us with a cold eye. 

‘I am afraid that I cannot keep such a wicked 
secret any longer,’ she answered. *I have always 
known that it was wrong to keep secrets about 
witches; but in order to oblige you I have kept your 
secret for three weeks and three days. And Blanche 
and Fanny Forrest are anxious to know it.’ 

‘They will tell everyone!’ we said. 

‘You should not have a witch for your grand- 
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mamma,’ said Jessica. ‘I shall not come to your house 
again, for I do not care to ’sociate with the grand- 
children of a witch.’ 

Then she went away. Had the sun fallen out of the 
sky, we could hardly have been more dismayed. 
Tawny spoke quickly. 

T do not believe that Grandmamma is a witch,’ 
he said. *I have never believed it. I will follow her 
over the marshes this very evening, and I will watch 
what happens. And then I shall tell Jessica the 
truth.’ 

‘But we are forbidden to set foot on the marshes !’ 
I protester’ 

‘I know that,’ 'aid Tawny. 

‘And Grandpapa will punish you for missing your 
Latin lesson,’ said Nonie. ‘He will be angr\', because 
you’ll not be ''c to tell him why you went to the 
marshes.’ 

‘I know that, too,’ said Tawny. 

‘It is dangerous on the marshes,’ I said feebly. 
‘And - and. Tawny, suppose you find out that 
Grandmamma really is a . . .’ 

Tawny gave me a look of great contempt, rose, and 
walked to the door. 

Nonie and I did not venture to follow him. We 
knelt on the window scat and watched the dark 
shadows dancing outside. Presently Grandmamma’s 
tall figure passed by, and a little later a small 
black object crept out of the bushes and followed 
her. 
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After a while w'e heard Grandpapa’s voice calling 
angrily for Tawny. Shaking in our shoes, we hid 
behind the curtains, but Grandpapa saw us. 

MX'e were dreadfully afraid of Grandpapa in a 
temper. When he made us stand like culprits before 
him, w’e could not think how to evade his first angry 
question as to Tawny’s whereabouts. Nonie wept 
and said, ‘He has gone to find out whether Grand- 
mamma is a witch.’ 

‘You impudent little girl!’ roared Grandpapa. 
‘What do you mean ?’ 

He looked so fierce that we could scarcely bring 
ourselves to reply. Making a vast effort, we said, 
‘Jessica Fairlie said that Grandmamma was so clever 
she must be a witch. Jessica said that only witches 
made parsley jelly and wild-fruit jam and samplers 
with poetry and furniture out of feathers and wore 
peaked hoods.’ 

I think that if Grandpapa had been any angrier he 
would have burst. 

‘How dare you - how dare you?’ he said. ‘You 
believed such rubbish as that ?’ 

‘Not quite. Grandpapa,’ w'e sobbed. ‘You see, 
Jessica said that Grandmamma flew' over the marshes 
every night at six o’clock on her broomstick to visit 
the Will-o’-the-Wisp. And we w'atched - and 
Grandmamma did do it. We did not see the broom- 
stick, but we saw Grandmamma. So then we thought 
that she must be a witch. And Tawny wouldn’t 
believe it, but he has gone to find out why Grand- 
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mamma walks over the marshes so that he may tell 
Jessica that it isn’t true.’ 

Grandpapa’s purple colour faded away. 

‘Tawny on the marshes at night ! He will be sucked 
under and drowned !’ 

And forgetting liis anger, he dashed down the 
stairs like a young man and rushed to the marsh- 
gate, with Nonie and me after him. And there at the 
gate stood Tawny, dripping from head to foot with 
the cruel black mud of the quagmires. Grandpapa 
was so glad to sec him safe and sound that anger had 
no time to return. 

‘Well, sir, I hope you arc satisfied that your 
grandniamma is not a witch,’ he said. 

Tawny saw that Grandpapa knew. 

‘It is not the Will-o’-thc-Wisp that Grandmamma 
visits,’ he sr.’ ■ It is a man who is ill and who lives 
in the Will’s hut all alone. He had blue eyes like 
Grandmanuna. I saw him through the \^-indow. 
Grandmamma gave him broth to drink. And there 
was a broomstick in the corner, but she did not ride 
on it. I fell in the pools coming home. Grandmamma 
is coming now on her feet. She is not a witch at all. 
May I go to Jessica’s house to tell her ?’ 

‘You may go to bed!’ said Grandpapa. ‘I will tell 
Miss Jessica myself.’ His face wore a most peculiar 
expression. 

Then Grandmamma stepped lightly in at the 
marsh-gate and gave a cry of alarm at the sight of us 
all standing there. Grandpapa looked at her ho»’n 
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lantern and basket. ‘It’s that rascal Humphrey, I 
suppose ?’ 

We did not understand, but Grandmamma did. 

‘He dared not come home, Richard,’ she said. 
‘He is ill from want and misery - he sought shelter in 
the hut and sent word by old Nurse to me. Oh, 
Richard, forgive him !’ 

Grandpapa made her a courtly bow. 

‘Jane, God in His Mercy has preserved us from a 
great sorrow this night. For that reason, if for no 
other, I cannot refuse forgiveness to my son. If he is 
able to come with me, I w'ill go now to bring him 
home.’ 

Then Grandmamma put her horn lantern into his 
hand, her face alight with happiness. And Grandpapa 
walked away over the marshes with slow and 
ponderous tread. 

Jessica never told her secret, for she did not have 
tea with the Miss Forrests after all. She went home 
to her papa ajid mamma instead and her Aunt 
Matilda sent our toys back to us in an enormous 
parcel by the maid. But the secret escaped none the 
less. We did not tell it. Grandpapa did not, and 
Uncle Humphrey did not, and Nurse Grimmitt never 
knew it ; so we were at a loss to imagine how it leaked 
out. We did not think that Grandmamma could have 
told it; for not even such a very gay grandmamma as 
ours would have liked people to know that two out of 
her three grandchildren had actually suspected her 
of being a witch! Yet everyone knew, and everyone 
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teased us. Once we had the supreme mortification of 
hearing the Misses Forrest say to their new gover- 
ness, ‘Look, there are the silly children who thought 
that their Grandmamma Wastwych was a witch !’ 
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T/je Water Ghost 
of Harrosvby Hall 

The trouble with Harrowby Hall was that it was 
haunted, and, what was worse, the ghost did not 
merely appear at the bedside of a person, but re- 
mained there for one mortal hour before it dis- 
appeared. 

It never appeared except on Christmas Eve, and 
then as the clock was striking twelve. The owners of 
Harrowby Hall had tried their hardest to rid them- 
selves of the damp and dewy lady who rose up out of 
the best bedroom floor at midnight, but they had 
failed. They had tried stopping the clock, so that 
the ghost would not know when it was midnight; but 
she made her appearance just the same, and there 
she would stand until everything about her was 
thoroughly soaked. 

Then the owners of Harrowby Hall closed up every 
crack in the floor with hemp, and over this were 
placed layers of tar and canvas; the walls were made 
waterproof, and the doors and windows likewise, in 
the hope that the lady would find it difficult to leak 
into the room, but even this did no good. 

The following Christmas Eve she appeared as 
promptly as before, and frightened the guest of the 
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room quite out of liis senses by sitting down beside 
him, and gazing with her cavernous blue eyes into 
his. In her long, bony fingers bits of dripping sea- 
weed were entwined, the ends hanging down, and 
these ends she drew across his forehead until he 
fainted aw’ay. He w^as found unconscious in his bed 
the next morning, simply saturated with sea-water 
and fright. 

The next year the master of Harrowby Hall 
decided not to have the best spare bedroom opened 
at all, but the ghost appeared as usual in the room ~ 
that is, it was supposed she did, for the hangings 
were dripping wet the next morning. Finding no one 
there, she immediately set out to haunt the owner of 
Harrowby himself. She found him in his own cosy 
room, congratulating himself upon having out- 
witted her. 

All of a sudden the curl went out of his hair, and 
he was as wet as if he had fallen into a rain barrel. 
When he saw before him the lady of the cavernous 
eyes and seaweed fingers he too fainted, but im- 
mediately came to, because the vast amount of water 
in his hair, trickhng down over his face, revived him. 

Now it so happened that the master of Harrowby 
was a brave man. He intended to find out a few 
things he felt he had a right to know. He would have 
liked to put on a dry suit of clothes first, but the 
ghost refused to leave him for an instant until her 
hour was up. In an effort to warm himself up he 
turned to the firej it was an unfortunate move, 
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because it brought the ghost directly over the fire, 
which immediately was extinguished. 

At this he turned angrily to her, and said; ‘Far be 
it from me to be impolite to a woman, madam, but 
I wish you’d stop your infernal visits to this house. 
Go and sit out on the lake, if you like that sort of 
thing; soak the rain barrel, if you wish; but do not 
come into a gentleman's house and soak him and his 
possessions in this way, I beg of you!’ 

‘Henry Hartwick Oglethorpe,’ said the ghost, in a 
gurgling voice, ‘you don’t know what you are talking 
about. You do not know that I am compelled to 
haunt this place year after year by my terrible fate. 
It is no pl^dbure for me to enter this house, and ruin 
everything I touch. I never aspired to be a shower 
bath, but it is my doom. Do you know who I am ?’ 

‘No, I don’t,’ ’■et.'rned the master of Harrowby, ‘1 
should say you ’vycre the Lady of the Lake I’ 

‘No, I am the Water Ghost of Harrowby Hall, and 
I have held this highly unpleasant office for two 
hundred years tonight.’ 

‘How the deuce did you ever come to get elected ?’ 
asked the master. 

‘I'hrough a mistake,’ replied the spectre. ‘I am the 
ghost of that fair maiden whose picture hangs over 
the mantelpiece in the drawing-room.’ 

‘But what made you get the house into such a 
spot ?’ 

‘I was not to blame, sir,’ returned the lady. ‘It was 
my father’s fault. He built Harrowby Hall, and the 
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room I haunt was to have been mine. My father had 
it furnished in pink and yellow, knowing well that 
blue and grey was the only combination of colours I 
could bear. He did it to spite me, and I refused to live 
in the room. Then my father said that I could live 
there or on the lawn, he didn’t care which. That night 
I ran from the house and jumped over the cliff into 
the sea.’ 

‘That was foolish,’ said the master of Harrowby. 

‘So I’ve heard,’ returned the ghost, ‘but I really 
never realized what I was doing until after I was 
drowned. I had been drowned a week when a sea 
nymph came to me. She informed me that I was to 
he one of her followers, and that my doom was to 
haunt Harrowby Hall for one hour every Christmas 
Eve throughout the rest of eternity. I was to haunt 
that room on such Christmas Eves as I found it 
occupied ; and if it should turn out not to be occupied, 
I was to spend that hour with the head of the house.’ 

‘I’U sell the place.’ 

‘That you cannot do, for then I must appear to any 
purchaser, and reveal to him the awful secret of the 
house.’ 

‘Do you mean to tell me that on every Christmas 
Eve that I don’t happen to have somebody in that 
guest-chamber, you are going to haunt me wherever 
I may be, taking all the curl out of my hair, putting 
out my fire, and soaking me through to the skin?’ 
demanded the master. 

‘Yes, Oglethorpe. And what is more,’ said the 
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water ghost, ‘it doesn’t make the slightest difference 
where you arc. If I find that room empty, wherever 
you may be I shall douse you with my spectral 
pres . . 

Here the clock struck one, and immediately the 
ghost faded away. It was perhaps more a trickle 
than a fading, but as a disappearance it was 
complete. 

By St George and his Dragon!’ cried the master 
of Harrowby, ‘I swear that next Christmas there’ll 
be someone in the spare room, or I spend the night 
in a bathtub.’ 

But when Christmas Eve came again the master of 
Harrowby \yris in his grave. He never recovered from 
the cold he caught that awful night. Harrowby Hall 
was closed, and the heir to the estate was in London. 
And there to him in his apartment came the water 
ghost at the appointed hour. Being younger and 
stronger, however, he survived the shock. Evers’- 
thing in his rooms was ruined - his clocks were 
rusted ; a fine collection of watercolour drawings was 
entirely washed out. And because the apartments 
below his were drenched with water soaking through 
the floors, he was asked by his landlady to leave the 
apartment immediately. 

The story of his family’s ghost had gone about; no 
one would invite liim to any party except afternoon 
teas and receptions, and fathers of daughters refused 
to allow liim to remain in their houses later than 
eight o’clock at night. 
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So the heir of Harrowby Hall determined that 
something must be done. 

The thought came to him to have the fireplace in 
the room enlarged, so that the ghost would evaporate 
at its first appearance. But he remembered his 
father’s experience with the fire. Then he thought of 
steampipes. These, he remembered, could lie hxm- 
dreds of feet deep in water, and still be hot enough to 
drive the water away in vapour. So the haunted room 
was heated by steam to a withering degree. 

The scheme was only partially successful. The 
water ghost appeared at the specified time, but hot 
as the room was, it shortened her visit by no more 
than five minutes in the hour. And during this time 
the young master was a nervous wreck, and the 
room itself was terribly cracked and warped. And 
worse than this, as the last drop of the water ghost 
was slowly sizzling itself out on the floor, she whis- 
pered that there was still plenty of water where she 
came from, and that next year would find her as 
exasperatingly saturating as ever. 

It was then that, going from one extreme to the 
other, the heir of Harrowby hit upon the means by 
which the water ghost was ultimately conquered, and 
happiness came once more to the house of Ogle- 
thorpe. 

The heir provided himself with a warm suit of fur 
underclothing. Wearing this with the furry side in, 
he placed over it a tight-fitting rubber garment like 
a jersey. On top of this he drew on another set of 
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woollen underclothing, and over this was a second 
rubber garment like the first. Upon his head he wore 
a light and comfortable diving helmet; and so clad, 
on the following Christmas Eve he awaited the 
coming of his tormentor. 

It was a bitterly cold night that brought to a close 
this twenty-fourth day of December. The air outside 
was still, but the temperature was below zero. 
Wituin all was quiet; the servants of Harrow by Hall 
awaited with beating hearts the outcome of their 
master’s campaign against his supernatural visitor. 

The master himself was lying on the bed in the 
haunted room, dressed as he had planned and then . . . 

The clCwk ^'anged out the hour of twelve. 

There was a sudden banging of doors. A blast of 
cold air swept through the halls. The door leading 
into the haunted ciiamber flew open, a splash was 
heard, and the water ghost w’as seen standing at the 
side of the heir of Harrow'by. Immediately from his 
clothing there streamed rivulets of water, but deep 
dowm under the various garments he wore he was as 
dry and warm as he could have wished. 

‘Ha!’ said the young master of Harrowby, ‘I’m 
glad to see you.’ 

‘You arc the most original man I’ve met, if that is 
true,’ returned the ghost. ‘May I ask where did you 
get that hat ?’ 

‘Certainly, madam,’ returned the master, courte- 
ously. ‘It is a little portable observatory I had made 
for just such emergencies as this. But tell me, is it 
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true that you are doomed to follow me about for one 
mortal hour - to stand where I stand, to sit where I 
sit?’ 

‘That is my happy fate,’ returned the lady. 

‘We’ll go out on the lake,’ said the master, starting 
up. 

‘You can’t get rid of me that way,’ returned the 
ghost. ‘The water won’t swallow me up; in fact, it 
will just add to my present bulk.’ 

‘Nevertheless,’ said the master, ‘we will go out on 
the lake.’ 

‘But my dear sir,’ returned the ghost, ‘it is fearfully 
cold out there. You will be frozen hard before you’ve 
been out ten minutes.’ 

‘Oh, no, rU not,’ replied the master. ‘I am very 
warmly dressed. Come!’ This last in a tone of 
command that made the ghost ripple. 

And they started. 

They had not gone far before the water ghost 
showed signs of distress. 

‘You walk too slowly,’ she said. ‘I am nearly 
frozen. I beg you, hurry !’ 

‘I should like to oblige a lady,’ returned the master 
courteously, ‘but my clothes are rather heavy, and a 
hundred yards an hour is about my speed. Indeed, I 
think we had better sit down on this snowdrift, and 
talk matters over.’ 

‘Do not! Do not do so, I beg!’ cried the ghost. 
‘Let us move on. I feel myself growing rigid as it is. 
If we stop here, I shall be frozen stiff.’ 
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‘That, madam,’ said the master slowly, seating 
himself on an ice cake . . . ‘that is why I have brought 
you here. We have been on this spot just ten minutes ; 
we have fifty more. Take your time about it, madam, 
but freeze. That is all I ask of you.’ 

‘I cannot move my right leg now,’ cried the ghost, 
in despair, ‘and my overskirt is a solid sheet of ice. 
Oh, good, kind Mr Oglethorpe, light a fire, and let 
me go free from these icy fetters.’ 

‘Never, madam. It cannot be. I have you at 
last.’ 

‘Alas!’ cried the ghost, a tear trickling down her 
frozen chcf'k. ‘Help me, I beg, I congeal !’ 

‘Congeal, madam, congeal!’ returned Oglethorpe 
coldly. ‘You are drenched and have drenched me for 
two hundred and three years, madam. Tonight, you 
have had your tsi drench.’ 

‘Ah, but I shall thaw out again, and then you’ll 
sec. Instead of the comfortably warm, genial ghost I 
have been in the past, sir, I shall be ice water,’ cried 
the lady, threateningly. 

‘No, you won’t cither,’ returned Oglethorpe; 'for 
when you arc frozen quite stiff, I shall send you to a 
cold-storage warehouse, and there shall you remain 
an icy work of art for evermore.’ 

‘But warehouses burn.’ 

‘So they do, but this warehouse cannot burn. It is 
made of asbestos and surrounding it arc fireproof 
walls, and within those walls the temperature is now 
and shall be 416 degrees below the zero point; low 
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enough to make an icicle of any flame in tliis world - 
or the next,’ the master added, with a chuckle. 

‘For the last time I beseech you. I would go on my 
knees to you, Oglethorpe, if they were not already 
frozen. I beg of you do not do . . .’ 

Here even the words froze on the water ghost’s lips 
and the clock struck one. There was a momentary 
tremor throughout the ice-bound form, and the 
moon, coming out from behind a cloud, shone down 
on the rigid figure of a beautiful woman sculptured in 
clear, transparent ice. There stood the ghost of 
Harrowby Hall, conquered by the cold, a prisoner of 
all time. 

The heir of Harrowby had won at last, and today in 
a large storage house in London stands the frigid 
form of one who will never again flood the house of 
Oglethorpe with woe and sea-water 



SIR ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE 


T/je Red-beaded 
League 

I HAD called upon my friend, Mi Sherlock Holmes, 
one day in the autumn of last year, and found him in 
deep conversation with a very stout, florid-faced, 
elderly gentleman, with fiery red hair. With an 
apology for my intrusion, I was about to withdraw, 
when Holmes pulled me abruptly into the room and 
closed the door behind me. 

‘You could not possibly have come at a better 
time, my dear Watson,’ he said, cordially. 

‘I was afraid that you were engaged.’ 

‘So I am. Very much so.’ 

‘Then I can wait in the next room.’ 

‘Not at all. This gentleman, Mr Wilson, has been 
my partner and helper in many of my most successful 
cases, and I have no doubt that he will be of the 
utmost use to me in yours also.’ 

The stout gentleman half-rose from his chair and 
gave a bob of greeting, with a quiv.k, little, questioning 
glance from his small, fat-cncirclcd eyes. 

‘Try the settee,’ said Holmes, relapsing into liis 
armchair and putting his fingertips together, as was 
his custom when in judicial moods. ‘I know, my 
dear Watson, that you share my love of all that is 
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bizarre and outside the conventions and humdrum 
routine of everyday life. Now, Mr Jabez Wilson here 
has been good enough to call upon me this morning 
and to begin a narrative which promises to be one 
of the most singular which I have listened to for 
some time. 

‘You have heard me remark that the strangest and 
most unique things are very often connected not with 
the larger but with the smaller crimes, and occasion- 
ally, indeed, where there is room for doubt whether 
any positive crime has been committed. As far as I 
have heard it is impossible for me to say whether the 
present case is an instance of crime or not, but the 
course of events is certainly among the most singular 
that I have ever listened to. Perhaps, Mr Wilson, you 
would have the great kindness to recommence your 
narrative. I ask you, not merely because my friend 
Dr Watson has not heard the opening part, but also 
because the peculiar nature of the story makes me 
anxious to have every possible detail from your lips.’ 

The portly client puffed out his chest with an 
appearance of some little pride, and pulled a dirty 
and wrinkled newspaper from the inside pocket of his 
greatcoat. As he glanced down the advertisement 
column, with his head thrust forward, and the paper 
flattened out upon his knee, I took a good look at the 
man and endeavoured, after the fashion of my 
companion, to read the indications which might be 
presented by his dress or appearance. 

I did not gain very much, however, by my 
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inspection. Our visitor bore every mark of being an 
average commonplace British tradesman, obese, 
pompous, and slow. He wore rather baggy grey 
shephcrd’s-check trousers, a not over-clean black 
frock coat, imbuttoned in the front, and a drab 
waistcoat with a heavy brassy Albert chain, and a 
square pierced bit of metal dangling down as an 
ornament. A frayed top hat and a faded brown over- 
coat with a wrinkled velvet collar lay upon a chair 
beside him. Altogether, look as I would, there was 
nothing remarkable about the man save his blazing 
red head and the expression of extreme chagrin and 
discontent upon liis features. 

Sherlock Holmes’s quick eye took in my occupa- 
tion, and he shook his head with a smile as he noticed 
my questioning glances. ‘Beyond the obvious facts 
that he has : i some time done manual labour, that 
he takes snuff, that he is a Freemason, that he has 
been in China, and that he has done a considerable 
amount of writing lately, I can deduce nothing else.’ 

Mr Jabez Wilson started up in his chair, wth his 
forefinger upon the paper, but his eyes upon my 
companion. 

‘How, in the name of good fortune, did you know 
all that, Mr Holmes ?’ he asked. ‘How did you know, 
for example, that I did manual labour? It’s as true as 
gospel, for I began as a ship’s carpenter.’ 

‘Your hands, my dear sir. Your right hand is quite 
a size larger than your left. You have worked with it, 
and the muscles arc more developed.’ 
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‘Well, the snuff, then, and the Freemasonry?’ 

‘I won’t insult your intelligence by telling you how 
I read that, especially as, rather against the strict 
rules of your order, you use an arc-and-compass 
breastpin.’ 

‘Ah, of course, I forgot that. But the writing ?’ 

‘What else can be indicated by that right cuff so 
very shiny for five inches, and the left one with the 
smooth patch near the elbow where you rest it upon 
the desk.’ 

‘Well, but China ?’ 

‘The fish that you have tattooed immediately 
above your right wrist could only have been done in 
China. I have made a small study of tattoo marks and 
have even contributed to the literature of the subject. 
That trick of staining the fishes’ scales a delicate 
pink is quite peculiar to China. When, in addition, 
I see a Chinese coin hanging from your watch-chain, 
the matter becomes even more simple.’ 

Mr Jabez Wilson laughed heavily. ‘Well, I never!’ 
said he. ‘I thought at first that you had done some- 
thing clever, but I see that there was nothing in it, 
after all.’ 

‘I begin to think, Watson,’ said Holmes, ‘that I 
make a mistake in explaining. Can you not find the 
advertisement, Mr Wilson ?’ 

‘Yes, I have got it now,’ he answered, with his 
thick, red finger planted half-way down the column. 
‘Here it is. This is what began it all. You just read it 
for yourself, sir.’ 
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I took iJic paper from him and read as follows : 

‘To THE Red-headed League : On account of the 
bequest of the late Ezekiah Hopkins, of Lebanon, 
Pa., U.S.A., there is now another vacancy open 
which entitles a member of the League to a salary 
of a week for purely nominal services. All red- 
headed men who arc sound in body and mind and 
cbove the age of twenty-one years, are eligible. 
Apply in person on Monday, at eleven o’clock, to 
Duncan Ross, at the offices of the League, 7 Pope’s 
Court, Elect Street.’ 

‘What on earth does this mean ?’ I ejaculated, after 
I had twice read over the extraordinan,’ announce- 
ment. 

Holmes chuckled and wriggled in his chair, as was 
his habit when m nigh spirits. Tt is a little off the 
beaten track, isn’t it ?’ said he. ‘And now, Mr Wilson, 
off you go at scratch and tell us all about yourself, 
your household, and the effect which this advertise- 
ment had upon your fortunes. You w'ill first make a 
note, doctor, of the paper and the date.’ 

‘It is The Momitig Chronicle, of 27 April, 1890. 
Just two months ago.’ 

‘Very good. Now, xMr Wilson 
‘Well, it is just as I have been telling you, Mr 
Sherlock Holmes,’ said Jabcz Wilson, mopping his 
forehead; ‘I have a small pawnbroker’s business at 
Coburg Square, near the city. It’s not a very large 
afi'air, and of late years it has not done more than just 
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give me a living. I used to be able to keep two assist- 
ants, but now I only keep one; and I would have a job 
to pay him, but that he is willing to come for half 
wages, so as to learn the business.’ 

‘What is the name of this obliging youth ?’ asked 
Sherlock Holmes. 

‘His name is Vincent Spaulding, and he’s not 
such a youth, either. It’s hard to say his age. I 
should not wish a smarter assistant, Mr Holmes, and 
I know very well that he could better himself and 
earn twice what I am able to give him. But, after all, 
if he is satisfied, why should I put ideas in his 
head?’ 

‘Why, indeed ? You seem most fortunate in having 
an employee who comes under the full market price. 
It is not a common experience among employers in 
this age. I don’t know that your assistant is not as 
remarkable as your advertisement.’ 

‘Oh, he has his faults, too,’ said Mr Wilson. 
‘Never w’as such a fellow for photography. Snapping 
aw'ay with a camera when he ought to be improving 
his mind, and then diving down into the cellar like a 
rabbit into its hole to develop his pictures. That is his 
main fault; but, on the whole, he’s a good worker. 
There’s no vice in him.’ 

‘He is still with you, I presume ?’ 

‘Yes, sir. He and a girl of fourteen, who docs a bit 
of simple cooking and keeps the place clean - that’s 
all I have in the house, for I am a widower and never 
had any family. We live very quietly, sir, the three of 
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us; and we keep a roof over our heads and pay our 
debts, if we do nothing more. 

‘The first thing that put us out was that advertise- 
ment. Spaulding, he came down into the office just 
this day eight weeks, with this very paper in his 
hand, and he says, 

‘ “I wish to the Lord, Mr Wilson, that I was a red- 
headed man.” 

‘ “Why’s that ?” I asks. 

‘ “Why,” says he, “here’s another vacancy in the 
League of the Rcd-headcd Men. It’s worth quite a 
little fortune to any man who gets it, and I under- 
stand that there are more vacancies than there are 
men, so that the trustees are at their wits’ end what to 
do with the money. If my hair would only change 
colour, here’s a nice little crib all ready for me to step 
into.” 

‘ “Why, what is it, then ?” I asked. “You see, Mr 
Holmes, I am a very stay-at-home man, and as my 
business came to me instead of my having to go to it, 
I was often weeks on end without putting my foot 
over the doormat. In that way I didn’t know much 
of w’hat was going on outside, and I was always glad 
of a bit of new's.’ 

‘ “Have you never heard of the League of the 
Red-headed Men ?” he asked w'ith his eyes 
open. 

‘ “Never.” 

‘ “Why, I w’ondcr at that, for you arc eligible 
3'oursclf for one of the vacancies.” 

I2I 



THE RED-HEADED LEAGUE 

‘ “And what are they worth ?” I asked. 

‘ “Oh, merely a couple of hundred a year, but the 
work is slight, and it need not interfere very much 
with one’s other occupations.” 

‘Well, you can easily think that that made me 
prick up my ears, for the business has not been over- 
good for some years, and an extra couple of hundred 
would have been very handy. 

‘ “Tell me all about it,” said I. 

‘ “Well,” said he, sho^^ing me the advertisement, 
“you can see for yourself that the League has a 
vacancy, and there is the address where you should 
apply for particulars. As far as I can make out, the 
League w'as founded by an American millionaire, 
Ezekiah Hopkins, who was very popular in his ways. 
He was himself red-headed, and he had a great 
sympathy for all red-headed men ; so when he died it 
was found that he had left his enormous fortune in the 
hands of trustees, with instructions to apply the 
interest to the providing of easy berths to men whose 
hair is of that colour. From all I hear it is splendid 
pay and very little to do.” 

‘ “But,” said I, “there would be millions of red- 
headed men who would apply.” 

‘ “Not so many as you might think,” he answered. 
“You see it is really confined to Londoners and to 
grown men. This American had started from London 
when he w'as young, and he wanted to do the old town 
a good turn. Then, again, I have heard it is no use 
your applying if your hair is light red, or dark red, or 
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anything but real bright, flaming, fiery red. Now, if 
you cared to apply, Mr Wilson, you would just walk 
in ; but perhaps it would hardly 130 worth your while 
to put yourself out of the way for the sake of a few 
hundred pounds.” 

‘Now, it is a fact, gentlemen, as you may see for 
yourselves, that my hair is of a very full and rich 
tint, so that it seemed to me that, if there was to be 
any competition in the matter, I stood as good a 
chance as any man that I had ever met. Vincent 
Spaulding seemed to know so much about it that I 
thought he might prove useful, so I just ordered him 
to put up fh"* shutters for the day and to come right 
away with me. He was very willing to have a holiday, 
so we shut the business up and started off for the 
address that was given us in the advertisement. 

‘I never hope o see such a sight as that again, Mr 
Holmes. From north, south, east, and west every man 
who had a shade of red in his hair had tramped into 
the city to answer the advertisement. Every shade of 
colour they were - straw, lemon, orange, brick, 
Irish setter, liver, clay; but as Spaulding said, there 
were not many w'ho had the real vivid flame-coloured 
tint. When I saw how many were waiting, I would 
have given it up in despair; but Spaulding would not 
hear of it. How he did it I could not imagine, but he 
pushed and pulled and butted until he got me through 
the crowd and right up to the steps which led to the 
office. There was a double stream upon the stair, 
some going up in hope, and some coming back 
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dejected; but we wedged in as well as we could and 
soon found ourselves in the office.’ 

‘Your experience has been a most entertaining one,’ 
remarked Holmes, as his client paused and refreshed 
his memory with a huge pinch of snuff. Tray continue 
your very interesting statement.’ 

‘There was nothing in the office but a couple of 
wooden chairs and a deal table, behind which sat a 
small man, with a head that was even redder than 
mine. He said a few words to each candidate as he 
came up, and then he always managed to find some 
fault in them wliich w'ould disqualify them. Getting 
a vacancy did not seem to be such a very easy 
matter, after all. However, when our turn came, the 
little man was much more favourable to me than to 
any of the others, and he closed the door as we entered 
so that he might have a private word with us. 

‘ “This is Mr Jabez Wilson,” said my assistant, 
“and he is willing to fill a vacancy in the League.” 

‘ “And he is admirably suited for it,” the other 
answ^ered. “He has every requirement. I cannot 
recall when I have seen anything so fine.” He took a 
step backward, cocked his head on one side, and 
gazed at my hair until I felt quite bashful. Then 
suddenly he plunged forward, wrung my hand, and 
congratulated me warmly on my success. 

‘ “It would be injustice to hesitate,” said he. “You 
will, however, I am sure, excuse me for taking an 
obvious precaution.” With that he seized my hair in 
both his hands and tugged until I yelled with pain. 
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“There is water in your eyes,” said he, as he released 
me. “I perceive that all is as it should be. But we have 
to be careful, for we have twice been deceived by 
wigs and once by paint.” He stepped over to the 
window and shouted through it at the top of his voice 
that the vacancy was filled. A groan of disappoint- 
ment came up from below, and the folk all trooped 
av’ay in different directions, until there was not a red 
head to be seen except my own and that of the 
manager. 

‘ “My name,” said he, “is Mr Duncan Ross, and 
I am myself one of the pensioners upon the fund left 
by our nob'i' benefactor. Are you a married man, Mr 
Wilson ? Have y .u a family ?” 

T answered that I had not. 

‘His face fell immediately. 

‘ “Dear me ‘ ' he said, gravely, ‘that is very serious 
indeed! I am sorry to hear you say that. The fund 
was, of course, for the propagation and spread of the 
red-heads as well as for their maintenance. It is 
exceedingly unfortunate that you should be a 
bachelor.” 

‘My face lengthened at this, Mr Holmes, for I 
thought that I was not to have the vacancy after all; 
but, after thinking it over for a few minutes, he said 
that it would be all right. 

‘ “In the case of another,” said he, “the objection 
might be fatal, but we must stretch a point in favour 
of a man with such a head of hair as yours. When 
shall you be able to enter upon your new duties ?” 
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‘ it is a little awkward, for I have a business 

alread}^,” said I. 

‘ “Oh, never mind about that, Mr Wilson!” said 
Spaulding. “I shall be able to look after that for you.” 

‘ “What would be the hours ?” I asked. 

‘ “Ten to two.” 

‘Now a pawnbroker’s business is mostly done of an 
evening, Mr Holmes, especially Thursday and Friday 
evenings, which is just before payday; so it woxild 
suit me very well to earn a little in the mornings. 
Besides, I knew that my assistant was a good man, 
and that he would see to anything that turned up. 

‘ “That would suit me very' well,” said I. “And the 
pay ?” 

‘ “Is a week.” 

‘ “And the work ?” 

‘ “Is purely nominal.” 

‘ “What do you call purely nominal ?” 

‘ “Well, you have to be in the office, or at least in 
the building, the whole time. If you leave, you forfeit 
your whole position forever. The will is very clear 
upon that point. You don’t comply with the con- 
ditions if you budge from the office during that time.” 

‘ “It’s only four hours a day, and I should not 
think of leaving,” said I. 

‘ “No excuse will avail,” said Mr Duncan Ross, 
“neither sickness nor business nor anything else. 
There you must stay, or you lose your billet.” 

‘“And the work?” 

‘ “Is to copy out the Encyclopaedia Britannicr. 
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There is the first volume of it in that press. You must 
find your own ink, pens, and blotting-paper, but we 
provide this table and chair. Will you be ready 
tomorrow ?” 

‘ “Certainly,” I answered. 

‘ “Then, good-bye, Air Jabez Wilson, and let me 
congratulate you once more on the important position 
whi'^h you have been fortunate enough to gain.” He 
bowed me out of the room, and I went home with 
my assistant, hardly knowing what to say or do, I 
was so pleased at my own good fortune. 

‘Well, I thought over the matter all day, and by 
evening I in low spirits again, for I had quite 
persuaded myself iliat the whole affair must be some 
great hoax or fraud, though what its object m’ght be 
I could not imagine It seemed altogether past belief 
that anyone co. make such a will, or that they 
would pay such a sum for doing anything so simple 
as copying out the Encyclopaedia Britannica. Vincent 
Spaulding did what he could to cheer me up, but 
by bedtime 1 had reasoned myself out of the whole 
thing. However, in the morning I determined to have 
a look at it anyhow, so I bought a penny bottle of ink, 
and with a quill pen, and seven sheets of foolscap 
paper, 1 started off for Pope’s Court. 

‘Well, to my surprise and delight, cverjlhing was 
as right as possible. I’he table was set out ready for 
me, and Mr Duncan Ross was there to see that I got 
fairly to work. He started me off upon the letter A, 
and then he left me, but he would drop in from time 
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to time to see that all was right with me. At two 
o’clock he bade me good day, complimented me upon 
the amount that I had written, and locked the door 
of the office after me, 

‘This went on day after day, Mr Holmes, and on 
Saturday the manager came in and planked down four 
golden sovereigns for my w'cek’s work. It was the 
same next week, and the same the week after. Every 
morning I was there at ten, and every afternoon I 
left at two. By degrees Mr Duncan Ross took to 
coming in only once of a morning, and then, after 
a time, he did not come in at all. Still, of course, 
I never dared to leave the room for an instant, for I 
was not sure when he might come, and the billet was 
such a good one, and suited me so well, that I would 
not risk the loss of it. 

‘Eight weeks passed aw'ay like this, and I had written 
about Abbots and Archery and Armour and Architec- 
ture and Attica, and hoped with diligence that I 
might get on to the B’s before very long. It cost me 
something in foolscap, and I had pretty nearly filled 
a shelf with my writings. And then suddenly the 
whole business came to an end,’ 

‘To an end?’ 

‘Yes, sir. And no later than this morning. I went 
to my work as usual at ten o’clock, but the door was 
shut and locked, with a little square of cardboard 
hanunered on to the middle of the panel with a tack. 
Here it is, and you can read for yourself.’ 

He held up a piece of white cardboard about the 
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size of a sheet of notcpaper. It read in this fashion : 

THE RED-HEADED LEAGUE 
IS 

DISSOLVED 
October 9, 1890. 

Sherlock Holmes and I surveyed this curt an- 
nouncement and the rueful face behind it, until the 
comical side of the affair so completely overtopped 
every other consideration that we both burst out into 
a roar of laughter. 

T cannot see that there is anything very funny,’ 
cried 01 ”■ '^lient, flushing up to the roots of his 
flaming head. Tf you can do nothing better than 
laugh at me, I can go elsewhere.’ 

‘No, no,’ cried Holmes, shoving him back into the 
chair from w! h he had half risen. ‘I really wouldn’t 
miss your case for the world. It is most refreshingly 
unusual. But there is, if you will excuse my saying so, 
something just a little funny about it. Pray what steps 
did you take when you found the card upon the door ?’ 

‘I was staggered, sir. I did not know what to do. 
7 ’hen I called round at the office, but none of them 
seemed to know anything about it. Finally, I went to 
the landlord, who is an accountant living on the 
ground floor, and I asked him if he could tell me 
what had become of the Red-headed I.eague. He 
said that he had never heaid of any such body. Then 
I asked him who Mr Duncan Ross was. He answered 
that the name was new to him.’ 


H.H.— I 
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‘ “WcU,” said I, “the gentleman at No. 4.” 

‘ “What, the red-headed man?” 

‘ “Yes.” 

‘ “Oh,” said he, “his name was William Morris. 
He was a solicitor and was using my room as a 
temporary convenience until his new premises were 
ready. He moved out yesterday.” 

‘ “Where could I find him ?” 

‘ “Oh, at his new offices. He did tell me the ad- 
dress. Yes, 17 King Edward Street, near St Paul’s.” 

‘I started off, Mr Holmes, but when I got to that 
address it was a manufactory of artificial kneecaps, 
and no one in it had ever heard of either Mr William 
Morris or Mr Duncan Ross.’ 

‘And what did you do then ?’ asked Holmes. 

‘I went home to Saxe-Coburg Square, and I took 
the advice of my assistant. But he could not help me 
in any way. He could only say that if I waited I 
should hear by post. But that was not quite good 
enough, Mr Holmes. I did not wish to lose such a 
place without a struggle, so, as I had heard that you 
were good enough to give advice to poor folk who 
were in need of it, I came right away to you.’ 

‘And you did very wisely,’ said Holmes. ‘Your 
case is an exceedingly remarkable one, and I shall be 
happy to look into it. From what you have told me I 
think that it is possible that graver issues hang from 
it than might at first sight appear.’ 

‘Grave enough!’ said Mr Jabez Wilson. ‘Why, I 
have lost four pounds a week.’ 
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‘As far as you are personally concerned/ remarked 
Holmes, ‘I do not see that you have any grievance 
against this extraordinary league. On the contrary, 
you are, as I understand, richer by some ^^30, to say 
nothing of the minute knowledge which you have 
gained on every subject which comes under the letter 
A. You have lost nothing by them.’ 

‘No, sir. But I want to find out about them, and 
who they are, and what their object was in playing 
this prank - if it was a prank - upon me. It was a 
pretty expensive joke for them, for it cost them two 
and thirty pounds.’ 

‘We shall endeavour to clear up these points for 
you. And, first, nne or two questions, Mr Wilson. 
This assistant of yours who first called your attention 
to the advertisement - how long had he been with 
you?’ 

‘About a month then.’ 

‘How did he come ?’ 

‘In an answer to an advertisement.’ 

‘Was he the only applicant ?’ 

‘No, I had a dozen.’ 

‘Why did you pick him ?’ 

‘Because he was handy and would come cheap.’ 

‘At half-wages, in fact.’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘What is he like, this Vincent Spaulding ?’ 

‘Small, stout-built, very quick in his ways, no hair 
on his face, though he’s not short of thirty. Has a 
white splash of acid upon his forehead.’ 
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Holmes sat up in his chair in considerable excite- 
ment. ‘I thought as much,’ said he. ‘Have you ever 
observed that his ears arc pierced for ear-rings ?’ 

‘Yes, sir. He told me that a gypsy had done it for 
him when he was a lad.* 

‘Hum!’ said Holmes, sinking back in deep thought. 
‘He is still with you ?’ 

‘Oh yes, sir; I have only just left him.’ 

‘And has your business been attended to in your 
absence ?’ 

‘Nothing to complain of, sir. There’s never very 
much to do of a morning.’ 

‘That will do, Mr Wilson. I shall be happy to give 
you an opinion upon the subject in the course of a 
day or two. Today is Saturday, and I hope that by 
Monday we may come to a conclusion.’ 

‘Well, Watson,’ said Holmes, when our visitor 
had left us, ‘what do you make of it all ?’ 

‘I make nothing of it,’ I answered, frankly. ‘It is a 
most mysterious business.’ 

‘As a rule,’ said Holmes, ‘the more bizarre a thing 
is the less mysterious it proves to be. It is your 
commonplace, featureless crimes which arc really 
puzzling, just as a commonplace face is the most 
difficult to identify. But I must be prompt over this 
matter.’ 

‘What are you going to do, then ?’ I asked. 

‘To smoke,’ he answered. ‘It is quite a three-pipe 
problem, and I beg that you won’t speak to me for 
fifty minutes.’ He curled himself up in his chair, with 
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his thin knees drawn up to his hawk-like nose, and 
there he sat with his eyes closed and his black clay 
pipe thrusting out like the bill of some strange bird. 
I had come to the conclusion that he had dropped 
asleep, and indeed was nodding myself, when he 
suddenly sprang out of his chair with the gesture of 
a man who has made up his mind, and put his pipe 
down upon the mantelpiece. 

‘Sarasate plays at the St James’s Hall this after- 
noon,’ he remarked. ‘What do you think, Watson ? 
Could your patients spare you for a few hours ?’ 

‘I have nothing to do today. My practice is never 
very abso’-bing.’ 

‘Then put on your hat and come. I am going through 
the city first, and we can have some lunch on the wa}-. 
I observe that there is a good deal of German music 
on the progra -me, which is rather more to my taste 
than Italian or French. It is introspective, and I 
want to introspect. Come along!’ 

W^e travelled by the Underground as far as Alders- 
gate ; and a short walk took us to Saxe-Coburg Square, 
the scene of the singular story which we had listened 
to in the morning. It was a poky, little, shabby- 
genteel place, where four lines of dingy two-storied 
brick houses looked out into a small railed-in en- 
closure, where a lawn of weedy grass and a few 
clumps of faded laurel bushes made a hard fight 
against a smoke-laden and uncongenial atmosphere. 
Three gilt balls and a broN^m board with ‘‘Jabez 
Wilson' in white letters, upon a corner house 
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announced the place where our red-headed client 
carried on his business. Sherlock Holmes stopped in 
front of it with his head on one side, and looked it all 
over, with his eyes shining brightly between 
puckered lids. Then he walked slowly up the street, 
and then down again to the comer, still looking 
keenly at the houses. Finally he returned to the 
pawnbroker’s, and, having thumped vigorously upon 
the pavement with his stick two or three times, he 
went up to the door and knocked. It was instantly 
opened by a bright-looking, clean-shaven young 
fellow, who asked him to step in. 

‘Thank you,’ said Holmes. ‘I only wished to ask 
you how you would go from here to the Strand.’ 

‘Third right, fourth left,’ answered the assistant, 
promptly, closing the door. 

‘Smart fellow, that,’ observed Holmes, as we 
walked away. ‘He is, in my judgement, the fourth 
smartest man in London, and for daring I am not 
sure that he has not a claim to be third. I have known 
something of him before.’ 

‘Evidently,’ said I, ‘Mr Wilson’s assistant counts 
for a good deal in this mystery of the Red-headed 
League. I am sure that you, inquired your way 
merely in order that you might see him.’ 

‘Not him.’ 

‘What then?’ 

‘The knees of his trousers.’ 

‘And what did you see ?’ 

‘What I expected to see.’ 
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‘Why did you beat the pavement ?’ 

‘My dear doctor, this is a time for observation, not 
for talk. We are spies in an enemy’s country. We 
know something of Saxe-Coburg Square. Let us now 
explore the parts which lie behind it.’ 

The road in which we found ourselves as we 
turned round the corner from the retired Saxe- 
Coburg Square presented as great a contrast to it as 
the front of a picture docs to the back. It was one of 
the main arteries which convey the traffic of the city 
to the north and west. The roadway was blocked 
with the immense stream of commerce flowing in a 
double tid<' inward and outward, w’hile the footpaths 
were black with the hurrying swarm of pedestrians. 
It w'as difficult to realize as we looked at the Hne of 
fine shops and stately business premises that they 
really abutted ‘O ihe other side upon the faded and 
stagnant square which we had just quitted. 

‘Let me see,’ said Holmes, standing at the corner, 
and* glancing along the line, ‘I should like just to 
remember the order of the houses here. It is a hobby 
of mine to have an exact knowledge of London. 
There is Mortimer’s, the tobacconist, the little 
newspaper shop, the Coburg branch of the City and 
Suburban Bank, the Vegetarian Restaurant, and 
McFarlane’s carriage-building depot. That carries us 
right on to the other block. And now, doctor, we’ve 
done our work, so it’s time we had some play. A 
sandwich and a cup of coffee, and then off to viohn- 
land, where all is sweetness and delicacy and 
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harmony,' and there are no red-headed clients to vex 
us with their conundrums.’ 

My friend was an enthusiastic musician, being 
himself not only a very capable performer, but a 
composer of no ordinary merit. All the afternoon he 
sat in the stalls wrapped in the most perfect happiness, 
gently waving his long, thin fingers in time to the 
music, while his gently smiling face and his languid, 
dreamy eyes were as unlike those of Holmes, the 
sleuth-hound. Holmes the relentless, keen-witted, 
ready-handed criminal agent, as it was possible to 
conceive. 

‘You want to go home, no doubt, doctor,’ he 
remarked, as we emerged. 

‘Yes, it would be as well.’ 

‘And I have some business to do which will take 
some hours. This business at Coburg Square is 
serious.’ 

‘Why serious ?’ 

‘A considerable crime is in contemplation. I have 
e\ery reason to believe that we shall be in time to 
stop it. But today being Saturday rather complicates 
matters. I shall want your help tonight.’ 

‘At what time ?’ 

‘Ten will be early enough.’ 

‘I shall be at Baker Street at ten.’ 

‘Very well. And, I say, doctor, there may be some 
little danger, so kindly put your army revolver in 
your pocket.’ He waved his hand, turned on his heel, 
and disappeared in an instant among the crowd. 

136 



THE RED-HEADED LEAGUE 

I trust that I am not more dense than my neigh- 
bours, but I was always oppressed with a sense of my 
own stupidity in my dealings with Sherlock Holmes. 
Here I had heard what he had heard, I had seen what 
he had seen, and yet from his words it was evident 
that he saw clearly not only what had happened, but 
what was about to happen, while to me the whole 
business was still confused and grotesque. As I drove 
to my house in Kensington I thought over it all, 
from the extraordinary story of the red-headed 
copier of the Encyclopaedia down to the visit to 
Saxc-Coburg Square, and the ominous words with 
which b ‘ had parted from me. W'hat was this 
nocL'irnal expedition, and why should I go armed ? 
Where were we going, and what were wc to do? I 
had the hint from Holmes that this smooth-faced 
pawnbroker’ assistant was a formidable man - a 
man who might play a deep game. 1 tried to puzzle it 
out, but gave it up in despair and set the matter aside 
until night should bring an explanation. 

It was a quarter-past nine wiien I started from 
home and made my way across the Park, and so 
through Oxford Street to Baker Street. Two hansoms 
were standing at the door, and, as I entered the 
passage, I heard the sound of voices from above. On 
entering his room I found Holmes in animated 
conversation with t\vo men, one of whom I recognized 
as Peter Jones, the official police agent, wdtile the 
other was a long, tliin, sad-faced man, with a very 
shiny hat and oppressively respectable frock coat. 
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‘Ha ! OUT party is complete,’ said Holmes, button- 
ing up his pea jacket and taking his heavy hunting 
crop from the rack. ‘Watson, I think you know Mr 
Jones, of Scotland Yard ? Let me introduce you to 
Mr Merryweather, who is to be our companion in 
tonight’s adventure.’ 

‘We’re hunting in couples again, doctor, you see,’ 
said Jones, in his consequential way. ‘Our friend 
here is a wonderful man for starting a chase. All he 
wants is an old dog to help him to do the running 
down.’ 

‘I hope a wild goose may not prove to be the end 
of our chase,’ observed Mr Merr^'weather, gloomily. 

‘You may place considerable confidence in Mr 
Holmes, sir,’ said the police agent, loftily. ‘He has his 
own little methods, which are, if he won’t mind my 
saying so, just a little too theoretical and fantastic, 
but he has the makings of a detective in him. It is 
not too much to say that once or twice, as in that 
business of the Sholto murder and the Agra treasuie, 
he iias been more nearly correct than the official 
force.’ 

‘Oh, if you say so, Mr Jones, it is all right,’ said 
the stranger, with deference. ‘Still, I confess that I 
miss my rubber. It is the first Saturday night for 
seven-and-twenty years that I have not had my 
rubber.’ 

‘I think you will find,’ said Sherlock Holmes, ‘that 
you will play for a higher stake tonight than you have 
ever done yet, and that the play will be more exciting. 
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For you, Mr Mcrryweather, the stake will be some 
£SOyOOO-, and for you, Jones, it will be the man upon 
whom you wish to lay your hands.’ 

‘John Clay, the murderer, tliief, smasher, and 
forger. He’s a young man, Mr Merryweather, but he 
is at the head of his profession, and I would rather 
have my bracelets on him than on any criminal in 
London. He’s a remarkable man, is young John Clay. 
His grandfather was a royal duke, and he himself has 
been to Eton and Oxford. His brain is as cunning as 
his fingers, and though we meet signs of him at every 
turn, we never know where to find the man himself. 
He’ll crar!; j crib in Scotland one week and be raising 
money to build an orphanage in Cornwall the next. 
I’ve been on his track for years and have never set 
eyes on him yet ’ 

‘I hope that 1 may have the pleasure of introducing 
you tonight. I’ve had one or two little turns also with 
Mr John Clay, and I agree with you that he is at the 
head of his profession. It is past ten, however, and 
quite time that we started. If you two will take the 
first hansom, Watson and I will follow in the second.’ 

Sherlock Holmes was not very communicative 
during the long drive and lay back in the cab hum- 
ming the tunes which he had heard in the afternoon. 
We rattled through a labyrinth of gas-lit streets until 
we emerged into Farringdon Street. 

‘We are close there now,’ my friend remarked. 
‘This fellow Merryweather is a bank director and 
personally interested in the matter. I thought it as 
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well to have Jones with us also. He is not a bad 
fellow, though an absolute imbecile in his profession. 
He has one positive \'irtue. He is as brave as a bull- 
dog and as tenacious as a lobster if he gets his claws 
upon anyone. Here we are, and they are waiting for 
us.* 

We had reached the same crowded thoroughfare 
in which we had found ourselves in the morning. 
Our cabs were dismissed, and, following the guidance 
of Mr Merrj'weather, we passed down a narrow 
passage and through a side door, which he opened for 
us. Within there was a small corridor, which ended 
in a ver}’ massive iron gate. This also was opened, and 
led down a flight of winding stone steps, which 
terminated at another formidable gate. Mr Mcrry- 
w'eather stopped to light a lantern and then conducted 
us down a dark, earth-smelling passage, and so, after 
opening a third door, into a huge vault or cellar, 
which W'as piled all round with crates and massive 
boxes. 

You are not very vulnerable from above,’ Holmes 
remarked, as he held up the lantern and gazed about 
him. 

‘Nor from below,’ said Mr Merryweathcr, striking 
his stick upon the flags which lined the floor. ‘Why, 
dear me, it sounds quite hollow !’ he remarked, look- 
ing up in surprise. 

‘I must really ask you to be a little more quiet,’ 
said Holmes, severely. ‘You have already imperilled 
the whole success of our expedition. Might I beg that 
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you would have the goodness to sit down upon one 
of those boxes and not to interfere ?’ 

The solemn Mr Merryweather perched himself 
upon a crate with a very injured expression upon liis 
face, while Holmes fell upon his knees upon the floor, 
and, with the lantern and a magnifying lens, began to 
examine minutely the cracks between the stones. A 
few seconds sufficed to satisfy him, for he sprang to 
his feet again and put his glass in his pocket. 

‘We have at least an hour before us,’ he remarked ; 
‘for they can hardly take any steps until the good 
pawnbroker is safely in bed. Then they will not lose 
a minuf'’, <''^r the sooner they do their work the 
longer time they '.\ill have for their escape. We are at 
present, doctor - as no doubt you have divined - in 
the cellar of the city branch of one of the principal 
London banks Mr Merryweather is the chairman of 
directors, and he will explain to you that there arc 
reasons why the more daring criminals of London 
shcfUld take a considerable interest in this cellar at 
present.’ 

‘It is our French gold,’ whispered the director. ‘We 
have had several warnings that an attempt might be 
made upon it.’ 

‘Your French gold ?’ 

‘Yes. We had occasion some months ago to 
strengthen our resources, and borrowed, for that 
purpose, 30,000 napoleons from the Bank of France. 
It has become known that we have never had occasion 
to unpack the money, and that it is still lying in ou’" 
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cellar. The crate upon which I sit contains 2,000 
napoleons packed between layers of lead foil. Our 
reserve of bullion is much larger at present than is 
usually kept in a single branch office, and the 
directors have had misgivings upon the subject.’ 

‘Which were-very well justified,’ observed Holmes. 
‘And now it is time that we arranged our little plans. 
I expect that within an hour matters will come to a 
head. In the meantime, Mr Merry weather, we must 
put the screen over that dark lantern.’ 

‘And sit in the dark ?’ 

‘I am afraid so. I had brought a pack of cards in 
my pocket, and I thought that you might have your 
rubber after all. But I see that the enemy’s prepara- 
tions have gone so far that we cannot risk the presence 
of a light. And first of all, we must choose our 
positions. These are daring men, and though we 
shall take them at a disadvantage, they may do us 
some harm luiless we are careful. I shall stand behind 
this crate, and you conceal yourselves behind those. 
Then, when I ' flash a light upon them, close in 
swiftly. If they fire, W'atson, have no compimction 
about shooting them down.’ 

I placed my revolver, cocked, upon the top of the 
wooden case behind which I crouched. Holmes shot 
the slide across the front of his lantern, and left us in 
pitch darkness - such an absolute darkness as I have 
never before experienced. The smell of hot metal 
remained to assure us that the light was still there, 
ready to flash out at a moment’s notice. To me, with 
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my nerves worked up to a pitch of expectancy, there 
was something depressing and subduing in the sud- 
den gloom, and in the cold, dank air of the vault. 

‘They have but one retreat,’ whispered Holmes. 
‘That is back through the house into Saxe-Coburg 
Square. I hope that you have done what I asked you, 
Jones ?’ 

‘I have an inspector and two officers waiting at the 
front door.’ 

‘Then we have stopped all the holes. And now we 
must be silent and wait.’ 

What a time it seemed! From comparing notes 
afterwards it was but an hour and a quarter, yet it 
appeared lO lue that the night must have almost gone, 
and the dawn be breaking above us. My limbs were 
weary and stiff, for I feared to change my position; 
yet my nerves ’-.eM worked up to the highest pitch 
of tension, and my hearing \N'as so acute that I could 
not only hear the gentle breatliing of my companions, 
but *I could distinguish the deeper, header in- 
breath of the bulky Jones from the thin, sighing note 
of the bank director. From my position I could look 
over the case in the direction of the floor. Suddenly 
my eyes caught the glint of a light. 

At first it was but a lurid spark upon the stone 
pavement. Then it lengthened out until it became a 
yellow line, and then, without any warning or sound, 
a gash seemed to open and a hand appeared, a white, 
almost womanly hand, which felt about in the centre 
of the little area of light. For a minute or more the 
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hand, with its writhing fingers, protruded out of the 
floor. Then it was withdrawn as suddenly as it 
appeared, and all was dark again save the single 
lurid spark which marked a chink between the 
stones. 

Its disappearance, however, was but momentary. 
With a rending, tearing sound, one of the broad, 
white stones turned over upon its side and left a 
square, gaping hole, through which streamed the 
light of a lantern. Over the edge there peeped a clean- 
cut, boyish face, which looked keenly about it, and 
then, with a hand on either side of the aperture, drew 
itself shoulder-high and waist-high, until one knee 
rested upon the edge. In another instant he stood at 
the side of the hole, and was hauling after him a 
companion, lithe and small like himself, with a pale 
face and a sh^ k of very red hair. 

‘It’s all clear,’ he whispered. ‘Have you the chisel 
and the bags. Great Scott! Jump, .Archie, jump, and 
ril*swing for it 1’ 

Sherlock Holmes had sprung ^ at and seized the 
intruder by the collar. The other dived down the 
hole, and I heard the sound of rending cloth as Jones 
clutched at his skirts. The light flashed upon the 
barrel of a revolver, but Holmes’s hunting crop came 
down on the man’s wrist, and the pistol clinked upon 
the stone floor. 

‘It’s no use, John Clay,’ said Holmes, blandly. ‘You 
have no chance at all. ’ 

‘So I see,’ the other answered, with the utmost 
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coolness. ‘I fancy that my pal is all right, though I 
see you have got his coat-tails,’ 

‘There are three men waiting for him at the door.’ 

‘Oh, indeed ! You seem to have done the thing very 
completely. I must compliment you.’ 

‘And I you,’ Holmes answered. ‘Your red-headed 
idea was very new and effective.’ 

‘You’ll see your pal again presently,’ said Jones. 
‘He’s quicker at climbing down holes than I am. 
Just hold out while I fix the derbies.’ 

‘I beg that you vdll not touch me with your filthy 
hands,’ remarked our prisoner, as the handcuffs 
clattered upon his wrists. ‘You may not be aw’arc that 
I have royal blood in my veins. Have the goodness, 
also, when you address me always to say “sir” and 
“please”.’ 

‘All right,’ said Jones, with a stare and a snigger. 
‘Well, would 3'ou please, sir, march upstairs, where 
we can get a cab to carry your highness to the police 
station ?’ 

‘That is better,’ said John Clay, serenely. He made 
a sweeping bow to the three of us and walked quietly 
off in the custody of the detective. 

‘Really, Mr Holmes,’ said Mr Merryweather, as 
we followed them from the cellar, ‘I do not know how 
the bank can thank you or repay you. There is no 
doubt that you have detected and defeated in the 
most complete maimer one of the most determined 
attempts at bank robbery that have ever come within 
my experience.’ 
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‘I have had one or two little scores of my own to 
settle with Mr John Clay,’ said Holmes. ‘I have been 
at some small expense over this matter, which I shall 
expect the bank to refund, but beyond that I am 
amply repaid by having had an experience which is 
in many ways unique, and by hearing the very 
remarkable narrative of the Red-headed League.’ 

‘You see, Watson,’ he explained, in the early hours 
of the morning, when we were back in Baker Street, 
‘it was perfectly obvious from the first that the only 
possible object of this rather fantastic business of the 
advertisement of the League, and the copying of the 
Encyclopaedia^ must be to get this not over-bright 
pawnbroker out of the way for a number of hours 
every day. It was a curious way of managing it, but, 
really, it w'ou!,i be difficult to suggest a better. The 
method was no doubt suggested to Clay’s ingenious 
mind by the colour of his accomplice’s hair. The /jq 
a \^cck was a lure wlfich must draw him, and what 
was it to them, who w’ere playing for thousands ? 
They put in the advertisement, one rogue has the 
temporary^ office, the other rogue incites the man to 
apply for it, and together they manage to secure his 
absence every morning in the week. From the time 
that I heard of the assistant having come for half- 
wages, it was obvious to me that he had some strong 
motive for securing the situation.’ 

‘But how could you guess what the motive was ?’ 

‘The man’s business was a small one, and them 
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was nothing in his house which could account for 
such elaborate preparations, and such an expenditure 
as they were at. It must, then, be something out of 
the house. What could it be? I thought of the 
assistant’s fondness for photography, and his trick of 
vanishing into the cellar. The cellar ! There was the 
end of this tangled clue. Then I made inquiries as to 
this mysterious assistant and found that I had to deal 
with one of the coolest and most daring criminals in 
London. He was doing something in the cellar -- 
something which took many hours a day for months 
on end. What could it be, once more ? I could think 
of nothing save that he was ruiming a tunnel to some 
other building. 

‘So far I had got when we went to visit the scene 
of action. I surprised you by beating upon the pave- 
ment with my stick. I was ascertaining whether the 
cellar stretched out in front or behind. It was not in 
front. Then I rang the bell, and, as I hoped, the 
assistant answ'ered it. We have had some skirmishes, 
but w’e had never set eyes upon each other before. 
I hardly looked at his face. His knees w'cre what I 
wished to see. You must yourself have remarked 
how worn, wrinkled, and stained they were. They 
spoke of those hours of burrowing. The only re- 
maining point was what they were burrowing for. I 
walked round the comer, saw that the City and 
Suburban Bank abutted on our friend’s premises, and 
felt that I had solved my problem. When you drove 
home after the concert I called upon Scotland Yard 
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and upon the chairman of the bank directors, with the 
result that you have seen.’ 

‘And how could you tell that they would make their 
attempt tonight?’ I asked. 

‘Well, when they closed their League offices that 
was a sign that they cared no longer about Mr Jabez 
Wilson’s presence -- in other words, that they had 
completed their tunnel. But it was essential that they 
should use it soon, as it might be discovered, or the 
bullion might be removed. Saturday would suit them 
better than any other day, as it would give them two 
days for their escape. For all these reasons I e.xpccted 
them to ‘'omc tonight.’ 

‘You rcason'^d it out beautifully,’ I exclaimed in 
unfeigned admiration. ‘It is so long a chain, and yet 
every link rings true.’ 

‘It saved . '0 irom ennui,’ he answered, yawning. 
‘Alas! I already feel it closing in upon me. My life is 
spent in one long effort to escape from the common- 
pla?:es of existence. 'Fhesc little problems help me to 
do so.’ 

‘And you arc a benefactor of the race,’ said I. 

He shrugged his shoulders. ‘Well, perhaps, after 
all, it is of some little use,’ he remarked. ‘ '‘l/homwc 
e'est ricn - rccuvrc e'est tout)" as Gustave Flaubert 
wrote to Georges Sand.’ 
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The Mystery in 
Four^and-a-Half Street 

‘You caii’t keep me here after tomorrow,’ Chuck 
Ames told the great ugly grandfather clock in the 
corner of the musty curiosity shop, ‘I’m quitting. I’m 
no antique clerk!’ 

It was a relief to say something aloud, even if you 
only growled it at the old clock. Sitting there on a 
high stool behind the cluttered counter, w'ith an hour 
or more between customers, was the deadest job on 
earth. 

‘And I thought I was pretty good to land it,’ Chuck 
reflected, ‘Pretty good! Well, that was over a week 
ago, and I was a lot younger. I know better now.’ 

Chuck wouldn’t have admitted it but he was talk- 
ing to keep up his courage. He felt somehow un- 
reasonably wary - on guard. Was there something 
queer about the dreary little shop and fat Utterback, 
its owner ? Or was he just imagining it ? Probably the 
latter. But it was uncomfortable to feel so wary. 

Anyhow, he was getting out. But that was de- 
pressing too. He had been so glad to get in. 

It had been on the day after Chuek had been 
graduated from high school that he had found 
Utterback’s advertisement in the News. 
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WANTED : Bright, reliable, discreet hhy as 
clerk in curiosity shop. Good wages. Apply 
13 Four-and-a-Half Street. 

Chuck had applied immcdiaiely, he had landed the 
job, and the wages were good. It had been on the 
strength of those wages that he had packed off 
bis mother, with whom he lived alone, down to 
the seashore for the first rest she had had in ten 
years. 

For three days he had hopefully tried to sell some 
of the junk that filled the ramshackle narrow building 
on Four-and-a-Half Street, which was a slantwise 
alley one block long, almost lost in a ding\’ quarter 
of the city. At the end of those three days he had 
waylaid his emplot'er, a man with fat white flesh like 
lard and eye^ like blue ‘mibs’ set under colourless 
eyebrows. 

‘I’m sorry to inconvenience you, Mr Uttcrback,’ 
Chifck had said, a little flushed, ‘but I’ll be leaving 
you at the end of a week. I don’t believe I’ll ever be 
much good at work like this.’ 

The fat man had given him an opaque glance, 
grunted assent, tilted his hat farther over his lashless 
eyes, and lumbered on out. 

Utterback spent little time in the shop. Occasionally 
he was there to meet some special customers, and 
these men he led up to his living quarters on the 
third floor - the second w^as filled with second-hand 
furniture - and there transacted business. 
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What that business was Chuck had had plenty of 
time to wonder. He had had time enough to develop 
a puzzled distrust of the trade that went on under the 
ding}' sign, Antique Shoppe^ hung over the door of 
Number 13. Few customers came in for any of the 
tawdry wares of the shop - rococo lamps, plaster 
statuary, oil paintings of dead mallard ducks, gold- 
fish casdes, atrocious imitations of Chinese vases, 
shaky tables, crack-bottomed chairs, and cheap 
jewellery. The show window made some pretence of ^ 
living up to the sign above it, holding a few candle- 
sticks, some snuff-boxes, and a tray of old semi- 
precious jewels of w'hich the chief boast was a flawed 
square-cut emerald. 

That tray, Utterback had impressed upon Chuck, , 
was to be his responsibility. He w'as to keep his eye 
on it W'hen strangers were in the shop, and at night 
he was to put it into the desk draw'er, lock that, and 
leave the key on the safe at the back of the shop. 
Sitting through the dull hours behind the cluttilred 
counter. Chuck had rumpled his thick brown hair 
and wondered why Utterback didn’t keep the tray of 
jewels in the safe. What else was the safe for? 

To Chuck, the whole air of Number 13 was furtive. 
The dingiest of its secrets was brought to light when a 
shabby woman or a ragged man came slipping into 
the shop with something wrapped in crumpled paper 
or hidden under a w’orn coat. When Utterback was 
there he turned the offered object over in his fat 
hands, sneeringly, and named a loan of a few cents 
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in a contemptuous grunt. When Chuck v^as alone, he 
gave a receipt for the proffered security, and told the 
customer to come back later to settle with the 
pawnbroker. 

‘It’s a mean business,’ Chuck growled, sitting 
there frowning on top of his high stool. ‘I’d rather 
dig ditches.’ 

W’ell, tomorrow was the last day. One hour till 
closing time tonight. He spent that hour watching 
the slow-moving hand on the face of the old grand- 
father clock. The clock had come to seem a gaoler to 
him, a big stout ugly gaoler breathing with a ponder- 
ous tid'ing. 

At last it bcv’mcd si.s slow strokes. Uttcrback came 
lumbering down the stairs, let Chuck out of the front 
door, and locked it after him. d'he boy stood in the 
dusty heat <■ I’our-and-a-Half Street, and heaved a 
sigh of relief. 

The grey-haired blind man who sold pencils on the 
oj'l^''osite corner had shut up his box and was slowly, 
cautiously, starting for home. At the kerb he paused, 
listening, his stick clutched anxiously. Chuck darted 
forward and took the man’s arm. 

‘Thank you, boy.’ The blind man’s quick smile was 
pleasant, almost youthful, and his voice was silvery, 
like his hair. 

‘How did you know I was a boy ?’ asked Chuck, 
guiding him across the street. 

‘W'hen this sense is gone - ’ the pedlar tapped the 
black glasses - ‘this one gets sharper.’ He touch .J 
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his car. ‘A boy’s lively, light step - it’s as easy to read 
as a face. Well, here’s my way. Thank you for your 
thoughtfulness.’ 

And he w'ent on up the drab street, the tap-tap of 
Iiis cane vanisl^g in the city noises. 

Chuck got his dinner at a little restaurant and then, 
feeling lonely in the summer evening, dropped into 
a cinema that was showing a promising VX^estern. 
Carried away by the sweep of the desert and the 
gallop of hoofs, he w'as forgetting his mean job, and 
the problem of getting a better one, when a sudden 
recollection came upon him. 

He hadn’t put that window' tray of trinkets into the 
desk drawer ! 

He ought to go back and do it, he thought reluct- 
antly. Yet Mr Utterback might take care of the tray, 
and anyway it w'ould probably be safe enough. Chuck 
sat still. On the screen the sheriff’s posse w'as gallop- 
ing to the relief of the heroine locked in the blazing 
telegraph office. But at last a persistent prick of his 
conscience got Chuck out of his comfortable scat, 
and with a sigh he tramped back to the shop. 

The summer dark was close and stuffy in Four- 
and-a-Half Street. I’he buildings down the street 
were lightless; they loomed up blackly - tw'o w'are- 
houses, an old office building condemned as a fire 
trap, the greasy Greek fruit store, shut for the night, 
and Utterback’s ‘Antique Shoppe’. At the end of the 
street a single violet arc light sputtered. Distantly, 
Chuck could hear the clamour of trams and the rush 
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of traffic, but the slantwise strip of street seemed a 
sinister island of silence in the life of the city. 

He could just make out the tray of jewels safe in the 
shop front. Scowling at it, he told himself he had been 
a fool to bother to come back. Still, here he was and if 
the pawnbroker were in, he might as well confess he 
had forgotten to put away the jewels. He rang the 
doorbell and waited, staring in the dim shop window. 

The bell sent faint echoes through the rambling 
old house; beyond the dusty glass, shadows seemed 
to waver in the dark shop. 

‘This place gets creepier than ever at night,’ 
Chuck i.iut.eT'cd. He had to persuade himself out of 
the notion that eyes were watching him from the 
black doorway of the warehouse opposite. Better go 
home and forr,t he silly business; no one answered 
the bell. 

But there was a stubborn streak in Chuck. And 
after all, putting away that tray with its probably 
valuable emerald was part of his job. 

He’d go round to the back, he decided, and call up 
to Uttcrback’s window, on the chance he was in and 
hadn’t heard the bell. 

The light in the alley was faint, a dim blue wash. 
The third floor was dark - w'as Uttcrback out, or 
asleep ? Chuck cupped his hands round his mouth 
for a shout, and then his eyes fell to the shop’s back 
door, and he choked back his shout to a gasp. The 
door was open ! 

He stepped closer. The staples of an obsole.w 
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outside padlock fastening remained, but the raw, 
splintered wood of the door frame told how the 
inside lock had yielded to an expert jemmy. 

Only five minutes before. Chuck had seen the 
jewels untouched in the shop window. Then the 
thief, he reasoned swiftly, was now in the shop - 
perhaps at this moment laying hands on the square- 
cut emerald. He stood a moment listening and heard 
a faint sound like a stumble within. 

There was not time to fume at himself for his 
carelessness. More than ever, the responsibility for 
that tray of trinkets lay on his head. Police in this 
quarter were few and far between. Without hesitation 
Chuck slipped noiselessly into the shop and flattened 
himself against the wall behind the door. 

Somew'herc in that thick darkness, where the big 
clock tick-tocked in hollow monotone, stood the 
burglar, doubtless startled to cautious waiting by 
Chuck’s peal of the bell. 

Unarmed, as he was, Chuck knew he had no chince 
with the burglar in an open fight. That was why he 
had swiftly decided to w^ait there in the shadow by 
the door until the burglar should start to leave and 
then leap on him from behind and get a grip on his 
windpipe. A desperate scheme, but the best he could 
fix on at the moment. 

He waited, trying to smother the sound of his 
uneven breatlyng, listening to the grim tick-lock of 
the clock, staring with baffled eyes into the murky 
room lit only by the faint light of the arc lamp down 
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the Street, filtering in through the dirty ^lass of the 
shop front. Then the faintest scraping sound in the 
alley caught his attention, and he turned, holding his 
breath, to sec through the crack of the open door the 
sudden blue spurt of a match flame. 

The flickering little light illuminated the fingers 
that held it, thin, steely fingers. The next instant 
through the crack, were visible too the silvery temples 
and black glasses of the blind pencil vendor, bent 
towards the jemmied door. The match went out. But 
as the implication of that brief, searching little flame 
struck home to Chuck, his skin crawled. The next 
thing he realized was that the door was closing, 
closing, slowly - and in a second he heard the muffled 
rattle and click of a padlock slipped through the 
staples and snanped into lock. 

Through ’’ ■' thudding of his heart Chuck heard 
down the alley the stealthy footsteps of the blind man 
departing - the blind man who lighted matches in 
thefiark. 

A board creaked. Chuck’s mind snapped back to 
the imperative fact that he was locked in the deserted 
shop with an unknown housebreaker. He had no 
idea why the door had been furtively padlocked on 
them. He had no idea where the thief was, or what 
his own next move should be. W’hy didn’t his fellow 
prisoner make a sound - a move ? Suddenly the 
answer to that hit Chuck like a blow. Sinkingly, he 
realized that that brief blue flame outside the. door 
must have betrayed his presence, have shown hi: 
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Staring face in silhouette against the lighted door 
crack. 

Yetj helpless, he still waited tensely in his comer. 
The silence was stifling. And out of that unbroken 
silence crept slowly to Chuck Ames a significance 
sharper than any outcry. The clock had stopped 
ticking. 

In a flash he guessed why. That big clock case, 
with its long hinged door in front, held room for a 
burly six-footer, if he crouched. In his mind’s eye 
Chuck could see the key in the clock door - he sent 
up an agonized prayer that it was in truth in the 
lock - and then slowly, soundlessly, he began to steal 
towards the clock. Six paces from it he caught the 
dim glint of the key in the lock - his eyes were now 
accustomed to the darkness - and then beneath his 
foot a board treacherously cried out in the stillness. 

He stood there, holding his breath and as he stood 
he saw the clock door slowly open and two fingers 
slide round the edge of it ! 

Lunging, he flung himself on the door. There was 
a strangled animal cry from within the case, the 
fingers jerked and vanished, and Chuck banged the 
door tight and turned the key in the lock. He heard 
the pounding of a shoulder on the stout oak door of 
the case as he ran to the wall switch and flooded the 
room with light. 

Blinking, he stared at the tray of trinkets untouched 
in the window. He turned, and saw lying beside the 
safe at the back of the store a dark lantern, a chisel, 
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a crowbar, and other tools less familiar. In another 
moment he was at the front door. It was locked, and 
the key gone. 

Perhaps Utterback was in, after all - perhaps he had 
gone to bed, taking the key. It was a desperate hope, 
but Chuck dashed into die back hall, took the two 
flights three steps at a time, past the cluttered second 
floor ghostly with piles of old furniture, up to the 
floor of the pawnbroker’s bedroom, whence issued a 
steady snoring. It was music to Chuck’s ears. He 
pounded on the door. 

‘i\lr Utterback! Get up! Burglars!’ 

‘Huh ?’ a thick sleepy voice grunted, and in a 
moment or two more a light flashed on in the room 
and the door opened on the pawnbroker’s flabby 
figure, in a nightshirt hastily tucked into trousers. 

‘They were trying to break into the safe! I’ve 
locked the fellow in the clock!’ panted Chuck. 

Utterback’s sleepiness vanished. ‘Into the safe!’ 
Then liis milky blue eyes narrowed to a dangerous 
Slit. ‘What you doin’ here at this time o’ night, 
anyway ? How’d you get in ?’ 

Chuck started to explain hut Utterback didn’t 
wait to hear it all. He stepped back into the room for 
a moment, and reappeared with the deadly blue- 
black gleam of a revolver in his hand. 

‘Good!’ cried Chuck. ‘That’ll keep him in the 
clock till the police get here. Give me the key to the 
front door, sir, and I’ll slip out and call Headquarters 
from the first phone I can get to.’ 
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‘Get this,’ said Uttcrback, and there was sudden 
cold menace in his voice. ‘The police ain’t in this - 
see ? And anything you seen or will sec around here 
tonight you’re goin’ to forget the minute you sec it - 
see ? Or you won’t live to see daylight, kid - that’s 
fair warning. Now get on with you.’ 

With the cold muzzle of the gun sending chills up 
his spine Chuck turned and started down the black 
stairway, moving as in a nightmare. 

This wasn’t true. It was a dream. He had often 
dreamed it before. Dreamed of being forced down a 
stairway in a strange house, a stairway that wound 
down ink. blackness. Before liim lay always unknown 
horrors; behind him, with heavy tread, something 
moved relentlessly upon him, driving him on and 
down. At the .'’r' nt of the stairs he always woke up, 
in a cold swcdi of horror. 

But now he was at the foot of the stairs, and light 
fell^silcntly into the hall from the open door of the 
shop. 

‘Go on,’ said Ihterback grimly, prodding him, and 
with Chuck a shield for the other’s cowardly bulk, 
stepped into the room. 

It was as before - the key still stood in the clock 
door. 

‘So there you are. Spike Brent!’ Utterback 
addressed the invisible prisoner, with a malignant 
humour. ‘I see your favourite jemmy over there by 
the safe. Gettin’ impatient, were you? Well, you 
can cool oflf in there till I get the stuff stowed awa . 
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more secure, and then I’ll see what to do with 
you.’ 

No sound from the clock answered him. Utterback 
strode to the safe and with a few swift twists of the 
combination had the door open and, reaching in, 
drew out a little black felt bag. Except for some 
papers, there was nothing else in the big box of 
a safe. Utterback turned on the boy and motioned 
with his revolver. 

‘Get in,’ he said. 

Chuck stared at him in horror, and stood frozen. 

‘Oh, I’ll let you out before you’re smothered,’ the 
fat man said, with an unpleasant laugh that showed 
pink gums. ‘But I w'ant you out o’ the way for a 
while - I’ll be busy. Get in,’ he repeated less 
pleasantly. 

‘I won’t !’ Chuck jerked out. 

Utterback’s pink face changed to a menacing 
purple. ‘You young fool!’ he growled. ‘You’ll . . .’ 

At that second came the crash of a report - a shot 
muffled slighdy by the thick oak door of the clock 
case, and out of the case leaped a big burly figure 
that hurled itself upon Utterback ! 

The burglar had shot out the lock. Chuck’s mind 
registered that fact mechanically, as he leaped out of 
the onslaught and stood pressed against the wall, 
while the two men struggled, swaying, panting, 
cursing. 

Utterback held the black bag high out of reach. 
With a sudden plunge the burglar caught the fat 
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wrist. He bent and twisted it till the pawnbroker with 
a scream of pain relaxed his hold on the prize and the 
bag, half flung from his hand, fell with a thud six 
paces away. Chuck Ames dived for the light switch 
and plunged the room in darkness. The next moment 
he had hds hand on the bag, had caught it up, and 
was running noiselessly for the stairs. 

Halfway up the first nightmare steps, however, he 
stumbled and fell with a clatter. He was up in a 
minute, but running feet pounded below, and just 
as he made the first landing the light hanging 
directly over his head went on, revealing him in its 
sudden glare plain as a target. With one leap and a 
swing of the h('avy little bag, Chuck crashed out the 
light, and leaped on up into darkness. 

On the dim second floor Chuck halted, panting. 
Clearly, thre gh the turmoil of his mind, stood out 
the recollection of a drain-pipe running do^\'n the 
back door of the shop. If he could find a window 
near enough to it . . . 

This floor was thrown into one loft where the 
furniture loomed in piles like great distorted mon- 
sters. Taking swift bearings. Chuck slipped through 
this confusion towards the corner where the drain- 
pipe ran. Feet were pounding up the stairs. If there 
were only a window . . . 

There was. But it was locked, and he couldn’t 
budge it. The feet had halted uncertainly on the 
threshold. All at once, cruel and garish, the light of a 
bulb flashed on in the ceiling - and the next momer 
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Chuck had crashed the black bag through the pane, 
smashed out the glass, and swung over the sill. 

A shot seared past him as he caught the drain-pipe 
and swung out on it. As he hit the ground in a supple 
jump, another shot rang out and pain caught him 
agonizingly by the shoulder. Dazed with agony but 
triumphant, Chuck doubled up and ran down the 
alley - straight into the staring muzzle of a revolver. 

‘Hands up !’ said a familiar silvery voice, and Chuck 
with one sick look of horror at the black glasses of the 
‘blind’ man, crumpled with a groan into his own 
blood on the cobbles. 

He opened his eyes upon cool dazzling whiteness. 
A hospital, he drowsily concluded, and shut them 
again. He heard the rustic of a starched uniform, and 
heard a woman’s low voice say : 

‘He’s coming to. You may speak to him if you 
want to.’ 

And then he heard that odd, light, silvery man's 
voice again, that last voice out of his nightmare 
adventure. 

‘Good work, boy,’ it said. ‘Very neat. How arc you 
feeling now ?’ 

Chuck lifted his heavy lids, and warm brown eyes 
twinkled into his. 

‘Who are you ?’ gasped Chuck weakly. 

‘Tolliver’s my name. Christopher C. Tolliver, 
investigator. I’m sorry - I had you doped out wrong, 
youngster. All wrong. I thought you were a spy for 
that gang down on Four-and-a-Half Street.’ 
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‘I had you doped out wrong, too,’ said Chuck, 
blinking. 

‘I don’t wonder,’ laughed the man. ‘Nobody on 
Four-and-a-Half Street is what he seems to be. 
Utterback looked like a pawnbroker and was really 
a fence for a gang of jewel thieves. What looked like 
a common burglar turns out to be Spike Brent, whom 
we’ve been wanting for two years. Spike got rash 
because Utterback was double-crossing him, and 
made a play to get back the famous Bramwell jewels 
he stole six years ago. And a kid who looked sus- 
piciously like a cat’s-paw turns out to be a darn 
valuabU ''^llow with wit and nei^’C enough to balk 
two of the smai test crooks in the gallery. W'hen you’re 
patched up, we’ll talk about a job I’ve got for you. 
Now slip off *0 sleep for a bit - you’ve lost a lot of 
blood.’ 

And Chuck Ames, drowsily reflecting that the 
en^ of the Western couldn’t have been half so 
thrilling as his evening had turned out to be, dozed 
off with a sleepy grin. 
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T/je Forgotten 
Island 

The fortune-teller told them both the same fortune. 
Jane went into the tent first and sat there with her 
hand held out across a table covered with an Oriental 
cloth. She felt a little scared, as the woman in the 
bright-coloured skirt and white blouse, ear-rings, and 
a handkerchief about her head, looked at her palm 
for a while. 

Then the fortune-teller said, ‘There is adventure 
ahead of you. I sec it soon, and yet the adventure is 
connected with something from far away and long 
ago.’ 

The fortune-teller said some other things, too, 
unimportant things that didn’t stick in Jane’s mind 
alter the sound had left her cars. She paid her money 
and slipped out. John was waiting for her. 

‘Any good ?’ he asked. 

‘I’m not sure,’ said Jane. ‘I don’t suppose she’s a 
real g}’psy.’ 

‘The money goes to charity anyhow. I’d better sec 
what she tells me,’ John said, and he went in. 

‘What did she tell you ?’ Jane asked as he came out 
a few minutes later. 

‘Oh, a lot of stuff about school, and being in the 
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football team if I only believed I could m^ke it. A lot 
of stuff like that. And then she said I was to have an 
adventure, soon, and that it was connected with a far- 
away place and things that had happened a long 
time ago.’ 

Jane’s grey eyes flashed indignantly. 

‘I bet she says that to everyone! That’s just what 
the t©ld me. I feel like going in and asking for m> 
money back.’ 

‘Hold on.’ Jolm was more logical than Jane. 
‘Maybe we might be going to have it together.’ 

They stuck around the tent. It was part of a church 
affair c: ’Trs Sumner’s lawn, and it was made up 
mostly of flower and needlework booths and things 
like that, with a pony they felt they were loo big to 
ride, and a luo';y dip filled mostly with rubber dolls 
and rubber ...ils. After getting themselves another 
bag of sweets, they had plenty of time to question 
some of their friends who had had their fortunes 
toki^ too. 

‘Hi, there I Bill, what did she tell you ?’ 

They must have asked five or six children, but to 
none of them had there been promised an adventure 
of any kind. It kept them making guesses. 

‘I bet she means our going up to the cabin. That’s 
an adventure, right on Green Lake, in the woods and 
everything,’ Jane said. But Jolm, who was two years 
older, twelve going on thirteen, shook his head. 

‘It couldn’t be that, Jane,’ he argued. ‘The cabin’s 
new. Dad just had it built last winter. And it’s O' 
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land where nothing has ever been before. That 
couldn’t be it. We’ll have to wait.’ 

T can’t bear to wait!’ Jane cried. 

John grinned at her. 

‘Don’t know what you’ll do about it,’ he said. 
‘Come on. I’ve got five cents left. That’ll get us a 
piece of fudge, anyhow.’ 

Two weeks later the Lane family were climbing 
out of their car at the end of a rough Maine wood- 
road. For a moment they all four stood still, feeling 
happy. Then Mr Lane unlocked the back of the car 
and they began to carry suitcases and blankets into 
the new log cabin which stood a little back from the 
edge of the water. They were as busy as four chip- 
munks during acorn season. 

No one but Mr Lane had ever seen the place. It 
was his surprise. He had been travelling up to Maine 
every week or two since last autumn superintending 
the building of the cabin. It was made of peeled logs, 
oiled to make them stay clean and sltining. It liad a 
big living-room with a boulder fireplace witli a fire 
already laid, which Mother immediately lighted as a 
house warming. There was a small kitchen, too, with 
a sink and a new pump painted red under the window, 
and three bedrooms in a row opening from the big 
room. Out of John’s room went a stair leading up 
into the loft where beds could be placed when the 
Lancs had friends. 

‘James,’ exclaimed Mrs Lane. ‘You’ve thought ot 
everything.’ 
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‘You’re pleased, Janet?’ he asked arudously. ‘It’s 
the way you thought it would be ?’ 

‘Only much nicer !’ said Mother. 

The Lanes were a family that had very good times 
together. They loved to go camping together and they 
could all paddle and fish and swim and build a fire 
outdoors and flap pancakes on a skillet. So it had 
seemed perfect when Father found this land on a 
secluded cove on Green Lake and began having a 
cabin built. Now that he was a senior member in his 
law firm, he seemed able to get away from his offices 
a good deal in summer. 

‘Pc ..s'lv, don’t feel so quirrelsome in warm 
weather,’ he used to say - though that was probably a 
joke. ‘They got crochciy in the autumn and begin 
to go to law .t^ ut things after the first hard frosts.’ 

Anyhow, wlicthcr he was joking or not as to the 
reason. Father managed to get away a good deal in 
the summer. Now they had a place of their own, and 
he and Mother were happy all day long working on 
the finishing touches. John and Jane tried to help, 
and did, too, but there were times when there was no 
need for them. Then they were likely to get into their 
bathing suits, pack a light lunch, and take to the 
canoe to go exploring. 

They had named the canoe The Adi'ciiture because 
of the church fair prophecies, but for a long time 
their excursions v^■ere of a quiet character. Green 
Lake was about ten miles long, but its shore line was 
very uneven. Now the lake was a mile or two wicL, 
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now it narrowed to a few hundred feet, only to 
widen once more. Long coves indented its wooded 
shores, and here and there an island lay like a frigate 
becalmed. There w’ere farms along the slopes in 
many places, but only occasionally did their hay 
fields stretch down to the water. More often there 
lay a fringe of woods or rough pastures along the 
lake. Sometimes, these woods were very tliick, 
extending into the wilderness which covers Maine, 
the great central wilderness on which the farmlands 
lie hke scattered patches, hardly noticeable to the 
eagle flying high overhead against the whiteness of 
the summer clouds. 

There were no towns on Green Lake, no summer 
cottages except their own, no camps. Paddling along 
with silent paddles the children came upon many 
things, a deer drinking, or a fox slipping olf into the 
underbush, or a fish hawk rising, its prey catching the 
sunlight as it dangled in those fierce claws. 

They heard voices calling at the farms, usually 
hidden from sight, and sometimes came upon a 
farmer fishing tow’ards evening after the milking was 
done. But the sounds which they heard most con- 
stantly were the clank-clank of cowbells and the slow 
notes of the thrushes. Less often, they heard sheep- 
bells. And of course there were other birds, too, the 
warblers and wliitc-throatcd sparrow's and, above all, 
the big loons which seemed to like them and often 
appeared near them, uttering their lonely cries. But 
when the children paddled too close, the loons would 
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dive and when they reappeared, it woulci be a long 
way off, to teach the young humans that they must 
keep their distance. 

One day as they were eating their lunch on a flat 
rock under a pine at the opening of a small bay, a 
curious sound began vibrating tlurough the air. It 
was hard to tell where it came from. It filled the bay 
and echoed back from the slopes above the trees, all 
the time growing louder and more and more insistent. 

Jane stopped eating her sandwich. 

‘What’s that ?’ she asked in a low voice. ‘It sort of 
scares me.’ 

John .^'’inted his eyes across the glint of water. 

‘It must be an outboard motor,’ he said. ‘It sounds 
near. \X’e ought to see it.’ 

But they saw nothing that day. 

In the wee. ^ which followed, however, they became 
acquainted with that sound. Sometimes they hoard 
it ^t night, waking up to raise their heads from the 
pillows to listen to its passing; it sounded then as 
though it circled in front of their cabin, like an 
animal circling a fire. Sometimes they heard it by 
day, in the distance, and once, in a thick fog which 
had come in from the sea, it passed very close to 
them. They saw the outlines of a boat and of a figure 
in an old slouch hat at the stern, fhey waved but 
there was no gesture from the boat, and m a 
moment it was gone again. Only the coughing of the 
engine and the rank smell of petrol fumes were left 
to stain the ghostly silver of the day. 
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‘There’s ’something queer about that man,’ said 
Jane. ‘Why don’t we ever see liim ? And why didn’t 
he wave to us ?’ 

John sent the canoe ahead with a powerful stroke 
of his paddle. 

‘He probably didn’t see us,’ he said. ‘I suppose he 
goes fishing. We just don’t happen to come across 
him.’ 

Jane still had her paddle trailing. 

‘No,’ she said, ‘it’s a feeling. It’s as though he were 
always sneaking around the lake. Whenever I hear 
him it scares me, but when the engine stops, it’s 
worse. Then you don’t know where he is or what 
he’s doing. But I know he’s up to no good.’ 

‘That’s just because his outboard motor’s old and 
has that stumbling sound,’ insisted John. ‘He’s 
probably a farmer at one of the farms trying to got 
some bass for supper.’ 

‘He chooses very queer hours to go fishing th^en,’ 
Jane said, unconvinced. ‘And I don’t know when 
he gets his farm work done, either. You know as 
well as I do that there’s something queer about 
him, John, so don’t keep on pretending there 
isn’t.’ 

‘Have it your ow'n way, Jen,’ John said, not 
admitting anything, but a queer little cold feeling 
came over him, too, whenever he heard that choking 
splutter across the water. He, too, felt reheved when 
several days would go by and no sound of the out- 
board motor would come. 
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Often the children would explore the woods along 
the shore, following little pat! is or wood-roads when 
they saw them. One afternoon towards dusk they 
were going single file along a trail so faint that they 
were not sure it was a trail at all. Perhaps the deer 
used it, or a cow down at the lake-side to drink. And, 
yet, here and there a twig seemed to have been 
broken olT as though by a human hand. 

It was hot in the woods and the mosquitoes 
bothered them. Jane picked a couple of big fern 
leaves and they wore them upside down over their 
heads like caps, the green fringes protecting their 
necks, b even so they had to keep slapping. 

‘I vote we go back,’ said Jane at last, stopping. But 
John peered over her shoulder. 

‘There’s a linle cliff ahead,’ he said. ‘Lei’s just go 
that far and we'll go back.’ It seemed wrong to 
turn back until they’d reached some sort of landmark. 

So Jane brandished her pine twigs over her shoul- 
ders, slapped a mosquito on her bare knee, and 
started ahead. 

The cliff was very pretty, its seams filled with 
ferns, while funguses which they called ‘elephants’ 
ears’ seemed to be peeling in great grecn-and-grey 
scales from the granite surfaces. 

But the children had no eyes for the woods at that 
moment. Around the faint bend of the trail something 
was hanging from a high branch. Jane gave a little 
scream of surprise and then stood staring. For it was 
the carcass of a sheep, such as she had sometime 
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seen in a butcher’s shop, but strange and terrifying 
to come upon here in the midst of the woods. 

For once the children said nothing. They stared 
and stared and then turned, and John made room for 
Jane to pass him and go first, while he brought up 
the rear with one horrified look over his shoulder. 
They crashed through the woods like two runaway 
colts, and never stopped until The Adventure was 
well out from shore. 

Then Jane heaved a great sigh. ‘Well !’ she said. 

‘Well!’ said John. 

Their father w'as quite matter-of-fact about their 
tale. 

‘Probably a farmer has killed one of his sheep, and 
didn’t have any w’ay of getting it up to the icehouse 
just then. So he may have hung it high out of reach 
of foxes until he can bring down a horse or a W'hcel- 
barrow for it.’ 

‘Dad, a horse or a wheelbarrow’^ couldn’t get to that 
place, and it wasn’t near any sheep pasture, cither,’ 
John said. 

‘It’s the man with the outboard motor !’ cried Jane. 

‘You’re jumping to conclusions, Jen,’ her father 
declared. ‘You haven’t an iota of evidence that would 
stand in court.’ 

But after a day or two of inquiry, they heard from 
the postmaster at the little post office, a mile or two 
away on the crossroads, that several sheep and heifers 
had disappeared in the neighbourhood during the 
spring and summer. Some people thought that maybe 
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a bear had come down from the north, or ^orse still, 
a lynx. If dogs had been ruining the stock, there 
would probably have been more noise. People 
inclined to think that the killer was a bear. There 
had been one seen for a while four or five years 
ago. 

‘A bear doesn’t butcher his meat and hang it up 
in a tree,’ said Father, and told the postmaster where 
the cliildren had seen the carcass. They felt very 
important for a little wliile and would have gone on 
discussing the affair, if sometliing had not happened 
to put it altogether out of their minds. 

About tii.'^e miles from the Lanes’ cabin, across 
the lake, there was a cove lying between low marshy 
banks, where the sw^amp maples stood tliick, with 
now and then a few pines on a knoll. The cove, too, 
was very shallow, choked with water plants of all 
sorts. Water lilies, both yellow and wliite, lay along 
the ^utskirts in archipelagoes of broad leaves and 
floating flowers. Beyond grew' the pickerel weeds with 
their thin arrow'-shaped leaves and their spikes of 
purple flowerlcts, and there were bulrushes and joint- 
stem grasses through which the big-eyed dragonflies 
flew, like splinters of sunlight. 

Several times John and Jane had forced their w’ay 
for a few yards into this marine flower garden, but 
the canoe moved verj' slowly. Jolm had to use his 
paddle for poling w'hile Jane peered ahead, alert for 
the old submerged logs w’liich here and there lay on 
the shallow bottom, the bark long since peeled away 
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but the wliite stubs of branches still thrust out to 
rake against the bottom of a passing boat. 

They had soon turned back, until one day, when 
pushing in as usual among the reeds, they came upon 
a sort of channel leading up into the cove. 

Tt almost looks as though it had been made,’ said 
John, ‘anyhow, let’s go up it.’ 

If the channel had actually been cleared, ii must 
have been done a long time ago, for here and there it 
was completely grown over and once more the reeds 
would close about The Adventure, scraping its sides 
with their rubber touch. Yet by standing upright for 
a moment in the bow, Jane was always able to see 
clear water ahead, and they would push forward into 
a new opening. 

The cove was much longer and wider than they 
had dreamed. They seemed to be moving in a small 
separate lake surrounded by maple-covered shores; 
all view of Green Lake was lo^t now, with its slopes 
nf farmlands and woodlands and the Canton hills 
along the west. The breeze was lost, too. It was very 
hot among the reeds, and still. There was a secret 
feeling, moving slowly along these hidden channels, 
while the dragonflies darted silently in and out among 
the leaves. 

Deeper and deeper they went into this mysterious 
place and as they went they grew more and more 
quiet. A voice sounded out of place in this silence, 
f irst, they spoke in whispers and then scarcely spoke 
at all, and Jane, balancing herself at the bow when 
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the passage was blocked, merely pointed to the clear 
water ahead, shading her eyes against the sun. 

It seemed only natural that they should come upon 
something wonderful, so that they were excited but 
not surprised when they saw an island ahead of them. 
It, too, was larger than one would have expected, and 
rockier. There were pines on it and tumbled ledges 
ten dr fifteen feet high. The channel led to a cove 
where a small beach lay between low horns of rock. 
At a distance it would have seemed merely another 
knoll in the swamplands, but it was a ical island, with 
the water lying all about it, and the shore of the 
mainland stdl come distance away. 

It seemed only part of the enchantment of the 
place that a house should stand above the beach, an 
old-fashioned h^use with fretwork scrolls orna- 
menting its eaves, and an elaborate veranda. Time 
had been at work here, and it was hard to say whether 
thci walls had been brown or red. One or two of the 
windows had been broken by falling branches or 
blundering birds, and the door stood open into the 
darkness of a hall. 

The cliildren exchanged one glance of awed agree- 
ment and in a moment the bow of The Adventure 
grated on the sand. Jane tumped to the shore and 
turned to pull the canoe farther up the beach. 

Still in silence they ran up the rotting steps, and 
W’ith a last glance backward into the sunlight, stepped 
through the gaping door into the house. 

‘You never saw an>lhing like it in your life. It w. . 
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all dusty arid spooky with cobwebs over everything !’ 
said Jane several hours later. 

The brother and sister w’ere home again, and telling 
the story of their adventure. 

‘And the swallows flew out and nearly scared us to 
death. They had their nests on the top bookcase 
shelves — ’ added John. 

‘One of them flew straight at my head ! I thought it 
was a bat and that it would get into my hair.’ 

‘And there were footstools made of elephants’ feet 
stuffed with straw, but the rats had got at them 
and — ’ 

‘You’ve forgotten about the chairs and table made 
of horns, John — ’ 

‘You mean I haven’t had a chance to tell about 
them! And there was a crocodile made of ebony 
inlaid with ivory — ’ 

‘Hold on! Hold on, children! Is this a dream or a 
new game, or what?’ Father demanded. 

‘It’s all real as real as real!’ the children cried. 
‘It’s the island we discovered.’ 

‘They couldn’t make up a house like that,’ 
Mother said. ‘You know they couldn’t, Jim. What 
else was there, children ?’ 

‘Well,’ began John, ‘there had been lion skins and 
zebra skins on the floor, but they were pretty well 
eaten up, and on each end of the mantelshelf there 
was a big bronze head — ’ 

‘Of a Negro girl,’ interrupted Jane. ‘John thinks 
they might have been boys because their hai. was 
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short, but' they looked like girls and they had 
necklaces around their necks and their heads were 
held high — ’ 

‘And there were ivory tusks coming out of their 
heads. They were holders for the tusks. You’d like 
them. Mother. And there was another statue standing 
in an opening in the bookcase, about three feet high, 
a chief or a god or something with eyes made df sea 
shells, and hollow.* 

‘Yes, and tell what was written over the mantel- 
shelf in queer letters - you remember we learned it - 
“Oh, the Bight of’ what was it, John ?’ 

‘OA, the Bight of Benin, 

The Bight of Benin, 

One conies out 
Where three goes in' 

‘That settles it,’ said Father. ‘You two haven’t 
gone mad or been hypnotized or had a dream. Your 
evidence is too circumstantial. That’s the beginning 
of an old sea-shanty of the African Gold Coast. What 
else was there in this house ?’ 

The children stared at him, their eloquence 
brought to a sudden stop. 

‘That’s about all. Dad,’ John said, wrinkling his 
forehead, trying to bring back that strange interior 
with its smell of dust and mice and the stirrings over- 
head of loose boards. How could he describe how he 
and Jane had clung together, their hearts hammering, 

i8o 



THE FORGOTTEN ISLAND 

tiptoeing from room to room, ready to nrn at a 
moment’s notice ? 

They hadn’t gone upstairs. Upstairs had seemed 
too far from the open door. No one knew where they 
were. There might be some mysterious person living 
in this house, after all. They might come face to face 
with him at any moment. There were ashes in the 
firei^lace. How long would ashes last? And in the 
dark kitchen into which they had peered for a breath- 
less moment, John had seen fish bones on the 
draining board and an old knife. How long would 
fish bones last ? Who had been using that knife and 
how long ago ? 

A sudden squawk from a heron outside liad raised 
the hair on their heads. They had catapulted to- 
wards the dr ^ and then tiptoed back into what had 
been the living-room. 

‘Do you think we might take the crocodile ?’ Jane 
asked wistfully. ‘The rats will eat it if we leave it here.’ 

But John had a ver}' strong sense of law. 

‘We don’t know who owns the house,’ he said. ‘It 
would just be stealing. And if the rats haven’t eaten 
it by now, they won’t cat it before we can get back.’ 
For hours the Lancs sat before their own fireplace, 
talking over the mysterious house and making guesses 
about it. 

It grew darker and darker outside, but Mother 
forgot to start supper on the stove and everyone 
forgot to be hungry. Over and over the childrc 
described just where they had found the house in its 
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own lost and secluded cove. Then they went over 
what they had found inside. Now and then Mother 
asked a question, but Father hardly said anything but 
sat looking into the fire, smoking his pipe. It kept 
going out, and had to be refilled and relighted every 
few minutes, so the children knew he must be very 
interested. 

‘Far away and long ago,’ said Jane suddenly. “This 
is our adventure, John.’ 

Jolm was about to answer when the old droning 
squeal of the outboard motor sounded from the 
darkness of the lake. Once again it moved nearer and 
nearer them, and once more it seemed to pass the lights 
of their windows only to turn and pass them again. 

‘There’s that same fisherman,’ Mother said, a little 
uneasily. 

Father went to the door. 

‘Ahoy, friend !’ he called into the darkness. ‘Ahoy ! 
Won’t you come ashore and see us ?’ 

The engine seemed to slow' dow'n for a minute as 
though someone w’erc listening. Then it began to 
sputter and drone again with its saw'mill-wheel 
violence and, after apparently circling them once or 
twice more, whined off down the lake and at last 
merged into silence. 

‘I guess he couldn’t hear me, that old outboard of 
his makes such a racket,’ Father said as he came back 
from the open doorway. ‘Anyw'ay, it’s of no import- 
ance. It’s your island that interests me. Now all I 
can say is that there are several little ports on the 
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Maine coast which once carried on a regular trade 
with the Gold Coast in the sailing-ship days. Take 
Round Pond - that’s only about twenty miles from 
here. Fifty years ago, they say it used to be full of 
monkeys and parrots and African gimcracks brought 
back by the sailors. But your house has things too 
fine for any ordinary sailor to bring home. And why 
should he build a house on an island in a lake, and 
then desert it, with everything in it ? If he was a 
captain, why didn’t he build a house in a seaport, the 
way most of them did ?’ 

‘Maybe he didn’t want people to know where he 
had gone,' Jane suggested. 

‘Maybe that’s it,’ agreed Father. ‘But don’t you 
think that’s a little too blood-and-ihundery ? He 
probably wa*- iust a nice old gentleman whose 
nephew had been on a hunting trip to Africa and 
brought back a few trophies for his eccentric old 
unjle. He kept them round for a few years, and then 
got tired of the place and went out to California to 
visit his married sister. He liked it so well that he 
decided to buy a house, and never bothered to send 
for the African stuff, wiiich he was tired of anyhow.’ 

John looked at his father indignantly. 

That might be it. Dad!’ he c.xclaimed. ‘But how 
about his writing “Oh, the Bight of Benin, the Bight 
of Benin”?’ 

‘ “One comes out where three goes in”, ’ Jane 
finished the quotation softly. 

Father looked thoughtfully into the fire. 
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‘Yes,’ he’ agreed, ‘that has the voice of adventure in 
it. Maybe it wasn’t anyone’s eccentric old uncle after 
all. We’ll find out soon enough.’ 

‘How'?’ the children cried, all awake and excited 
once more. 

‘We’ll go to the town clerk and sec in whose name 
the house stands.’ 

‘Tomorrow?’ begged the children. 

‘Tomorrow, rain or shine,’ said Father. 

‘And now,’ said Mother, ‘what about some 
scrambled eggs and stewed tomatoes? It’s after 
nine.’ 

It took old Mr Tobin over an hour and two pairs of 
glasses before he found the record of the ownership 
of the island. 

‘Here it is,’ he said at last in some triumph. ‘A man ' 
named E, R. Johnson bought it from old man Decring 
- the Deerings still own the farm back there on the 
east shore - paid two hundred dollars for it. That* was 
on 7 April, 1867. I remember there was talk about 
him when I was a boy. But he didn’t stay more than 
m'o or three years, and I thought the place had 
burned dowm or fallen down long ago.’ 

He licked his thumb and turned over more pages. 

‘Let’s see, here’s the assessment for 1877, thirty 
dollars - that must have been after the house was 
built, of course. Paid. Here’s 1878, paid too, and 
1879. After that it’s all unpaid. In 1883 they dropped 
the assessment to five dollars - guess they thought the 
house weren’t worth much by then.’ 
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He went on turning pages with interest, while the 
Lanes sat about him on kitchen chairs watching his 
every motion. 

‘Here’s 1890. I can’t find any record of an assess- 
ment at all. I guess they thought a swamp island 
which didn’t belong to anyone weren’t worth carry- 
ing in the books. Kind of forgot about her. Yes, 
herd’s 1891. No sign of her m this, either. Well, let’s 
figure her up. Three years at thirty dollars is ninety. 
And seven years of five is thirty-five, add ninety', and 
it makes one hundred and twenty-five dollars back 
taxes. Anyone who wanted to pay one hundred and 
twenty'- f. vw dollars would own the island.’ 

Father rose ajid shook hands with Mr Tobin and 
thanked him for his trouble. 

‘We’ll talk i' c ’er,' he said mildly. ‘Nice weather 
we’re having, uut we need rain.’ 

‘My peas aren’t filling out,’ said Mr Tobin, ‘just 
yqjlowing on the vine. If we don’t get a thunder- 
shower soon all the gardens in Maine won’t be worth 
cussing at.’ 

Mother couldn’t stand it. 

‘Aren’t we going to buy the island, Jim ?’ she 
asked. 

But Father only looked, absent-minded. 

‘Have to talk it over,’ he repeated vaguely. ‘Come, 
children, in we get. >X’c ought to drive to tovm and 
get provisions. Thank you, Mr Tobin. See you later - 
maybe.’ 

In the car all the Lanes began chattering at one . . 
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‘Can wc fiavc it ?’ 

‘Are you going to buy it ?’ 

‘Oh, Father, how wonderful !’ 

‘Look here,’ said Father severely. ‘You people 
don’t know how to act about forgotten islands. You 
want to keep them forgotten. Raise as little talk as you 
can, slip in quietly, buy them quietly, don’t start a 
ripple on die water. You’ll spoil it all if you gci the 
whole countr>’sidc sight-seeing and carrying off 
souvenirs. So long as Mr Tobin just thinks you kids 
have run across an old cottage on an island, which 
you’d like as a camping place, he’ll hardly give it a 
thought, but you mustn’t start his curiosity working.’ 

‘But you will buy it ?’ Jane begged. 

‘Of course, I will. What’s more Fll buy it for you 
and John. You found it and it’s going to be yours. 
What’ll you name it ? Adventure Island ?’ 

‘No,’ said John, ‘I like Forgotten Island better. It 
seems more like the Bight of Benin.’ 

‘What is a bight?’ Jane asked. ‘I like I'orgoticn 
Island, too. Forgotten Island. It makes me feel sad 
and wonderful.’ 

‘A bight,’ said her father patiendy, ‘is a very large 
bay. Benin w’as a great city up the river from the 
coast. Those bronzes must have come from there, for 
the Negroes of Benin were famous for their bronze 
w’ork. They used to trade in slaves and were very 
cruel. It was an unhealthy coast for whites. They 
died from fever and tropical diseases.’ 

It w'as not until late afternoon that the child* en 
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paddled their parents over to see Forgotten Island. 
All was as it had been the day before, except that the 
thunderheads were crowding along the sky to the 
north-west and there was a little breeze, even across 
the acres of the water garden. They were lucky in 
finding the channel again and in managing to keep to 
it, with Jane as lookout. Once The Adventure rasped 
over*a flat stone, and for a second they all thought 
they might be stuck there, but after a moment or two, 
they pushed the canoe sideways and were able to go on. 

But today there was a different feeling in the air. 
There was a continual rustling among the maples as 
though they were preparing for a storm. A big turtle 
slid off a rock at the edge of the shore, and r-^ised its 
head to stare at them as they went by. It thought 
itself hidden ar the reeds, but they could see its 
homy nose and the tw'o small bead-like eyes which 
watched them as intruders from its hiding place. 
Evin the house had a more secret air about it. The 
door still stood open, but Jane suddenly thought of a 
trap, and even with her father and mother there, 
hung back a little before going on. 

However, tliis curious antagonism, which all felt 
but no one mentioned, was not strong enough to 
drown their interest once the Lancs had stepped 
across the threshold. All that the children had 
remembered was true and more still. There were 
carvings in wood, which they had forgotten, split and 
stained with age. They found chiefs’ stools upheld 
by grinning squat figures shaped from solid logs, and 
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hangings of curious woven cloths on the walls. 
Father and Mother were as excited as the children. 

‘I can’t believe my own eyes,’ Mother kept 
exclaiming. 

Father said more than once, ‘Now who the dickens 
was this man Johnson, and where did he come from, 
and where did he go to ?’ 

This day they went upstairs, testing eacK step 
carefully to make sure it would hold. There were 
three bedrooms on the second floor, only one fully 
furnished, and it did not seem to go with the rest of 
the house. It had a set of hea\7 walnut furniture and 
a photograph of a mountain in a gold frame. The 
matting on the floor smelled of mould and damp and 
a hornet’s nest hung papery and lovely from one 
corner of the ceiling. Not a tiling in the room suggested 
Africa. The rats and squirrels had wrecked the old 
mattress for a hundred nests of their own. 

‘It’s as though Mr Johnson hadn’t wanted to 
think of Africa when he went to bed,’ Mother said, 
quietly, as she looked about. ‘Perhaps the Bight of 
Benin was something he preferred to think about by 
daylight.’ 

Jane was standing near the window, and happened 
to look out. She had a distinct feeling of seeing 
something move behind the bushes along the shore. 
But though she thought, ‘It’s a man,’ she really 
wasn’t sure. Things move sometimes in the corner ot 
your glance, half out of sight. This glimpse she had 
was at the very edge of her vision. 
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Lightning flashed in the sky, silcni, without 
thunder, and the trees shook their leaves and shivered 
down all their branches. She could see nothing now 
but the whitening leaves. Their motion must have 
been what had caught her attention. She said nothing, 
but she was ready to go back to the new cabin, which 
they had built themselves, about which there was no 
mystery. 

The lightning flashed again, brighter this time, 
like light on copper. 

‘Goodness!’ exclaimed Mother. ‘I suppose we’d 
better be getting back before it rains. But I feel as 
though wc were leaving a foreign land. I expect to see 
giraffes staring at us when we push off.’ 

Halfway out of the cove a sound began at some 
distance. 

‘Thunder?’ Father asked, cocking his head, but 
the children knew, without waiting to hear it again, 
that it was the sound of an old outboard motor going 
about its secret business. 

The next day Father bought the island from back 
taxes and had the deed made out to Jolm Lane and 
Jane Lane. The cliildren signed it with a sense of awe. 

‘Now you’ll have a place you ran call your o^^^l,’ 
Father said, for Mr Tobin’s benefit. ‘You can camp 
there, if you’re able to find a spot where the roof 
doesn’t leak.’ 

‘Yes, Dad,’ the children exclaimed dutifully, but 
their eyes were wild with excitement. Forgotten 
Island was theirs; they owned its remoteness and its 
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mystety, or it owned them. Anyway, they were 
bound together for all time. 

For two days the words had been going through 
Jane’s head, day and night : 

'Ohy the Bight of Benina 
The Bight of Bcniriy 
Otic comes out 
Where three goes in.’ 

Every' morning the verse was ringing through her 
mind like the echoes of a gong. It had rained during 
the night and the air was bright and clear this 
morning. She was ashamed of the oppression which 
had overtaken her the afternoon before on the island. 
The coming storm had set her shivering like the 
trees, she thought, and wth no more reason. Why 
had she imagined they were being spied on ? If any- 
one else knew about the island wouldn’t he have 
taken away tl)e things long ago? 

Mr Tobin saw them to his door. 

‘Jo Taylor, down the lake Canton way, has lost 
another heifer. He went out to the pasture to give 
them their salt and he says only four came for it. He 
had a look around, but couldn’t find a sign of her. 
He’s going to report it. There’s a man calls himself 
Trip Anderson came in here last March and built 
himself a shack on the lake. Jo’s suspicious of him, 
but it’s pretty hard to get proof.’ 

‘Has Trip Anderson got an outboard motor?’ 
John asked, thinking of the stranger. 
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‘Yes,’ said Mr Tobin, ‘so they say. I’hey don’t 
know where it came from, cither. He’s taken the old 
boat Eb Carson used to have before he died and 
patched it up. Airs Carson says she don’t grudge him 
the boat; it was just rotting down by the willows. No 
one’s missed an outboard round here.’ 

‘We’ve been all round the lake,’ said Jane, ‘and 
we’v(f never seen his shack.’ 

‘I haven’t either,’ agreed Mr I’obin. ‘Don’t get 
down to the lake much these days, though when I 
was a boy I was there most of my spare time. I’m 
not sure as anyone’s seen his place, but they know 
it must PC there, probably back a piece from the 
water. He’s worked some for people, 'fold them he 
was planning to bring his wife and little girl when he 
got settled. A ’ t of people tliink he’s all right, and 
that if anyone's stealing slock, it’s likely to be that 
second Grimes boy who’s always been wild, or that 
oldJMat Graham. He’d as soon take a tiling as look 
at it - vegetables, anyhow.’ 

That afternoon the children spent a rapturous two 
or three hours on Forgotten Island. Once more the 
place had its quiet, enchanted air. Even the house 
seemed to welcome them in as its owners. The 
swallows had left their ncs^s and with their young 
were flying about outside. 

Jane had brought a broom and begun the task of 
sweeping die living-room, tying her hair up in her 
sweater when she saw what clouds of dust she raised. 
Jolin carried out the more torn and bedraggled skins. 
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One of the hangings on the wall was in shreds, but 
another had held. A zebra skin, too, was in fairly 
good condition. They put it in front of the hearth 
and John gathered enough dead wood outdoors to lay 
a new fire. 

T’ll bring an axe next time,’ he said, ‘and we must 
have matches in a tin box. Jen, have you noticed ? 
This room seems as though it belonged to an older 
building. It’s built stronger for one thing, and the 
floorboards are nearly two feet wde and the ceiling 
is lower. I think Mr Johnson added on the rest of the 
house to something which was already here.’ 

They went about examining the place and decided 
that John’s guess was right. The windows in the 
living-room had many panes, and in the other rooms 
they were only divided down the middle in a bleak 
way, and the thin boarded floors swayed under the 
children’s weight. 

‘Perhaps wc might get the rest torn down some day 
and have this for the house, with a low shingled roof. 
Vi’e could cook over the open fire.’ 

‘And WQ could have a long window seat built along 
one wall which wc could use for beds — ’ 

‘And we’d keep the African things — ’ 

They got ver}' excited making their plans. All the 
time they w’cre talking they worked, and by mid- 
afternoon the room looked very thrilling. They had 
rifled the other rooms for anything sound and strong, 
and now the old part of the house had the aspect of 
the sitting-room of some African trader. 
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It was John who found the old well, while gathering 
dead wood for a fire. ‘We’ll bring over a new pail and 
a rope,’ he planned. ‘I think the water looks perfectly 
good.’ 

They had never been so excited or so happy in 
their lives. They could not bear to go away from their 
new possession, and kept returning to put a last 
touch here or there. At last the sun had gone down 
and they knew they must go home. But just then 
Jane discovered a mass of old rubbish behind the 
bronze figure standing in a sort of niche in the book- 
case. It was about three feet high and not as hea\T as 
she had supposed. She dragged at it, but she put 
too much strength into the effort and the thing 
toppled over and fell with a terrifying clang. 

‘Oh, dear !’ r- .cu Jane. ‘I hope it hasn’t been dented! 
But wait, John, till I sweep up beliind him. Then you 
can help me get him back in place.’ 

'i'he statue lay on its side where it had fallen and 
they could see that it was hollow. It had one hand 
raised above its head. Perhaps it was from inside 
this hand, or from some corner of the inside of 
the head, that the things had been shaken which 
they found on the floor when they started to pick it 
up. 

Gold is gold, and does not rust, no matter how 
long it may lie hidden. The ring, the crude little 
crocodile, the bird, the tiling that looked like a 
dwarf - all were of soft virgin gold, almost warm to 
the children’s stroking fingers. 
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‘Look,’ murmured Jane in awe, ‘there’s gold dust 
on the floor, too.’ 

The pale light faintly glittered on a haze of gold. 
Looking at the feet of the statue they could see now 
that once they must have been sealed over with 
metal. Someone had prised them open a long time ago, 
and found the statue filled with gold dust and, 
perhaps other treasures like these small ones Which 
had lain concealed. 

The children looked and handled and exclaimed, 
scarcely able to believe their owm good fortune. This 
w'as ‘far away and long ago’ with a vengeance. 

‘It’s getting late,’ John’s conscience reminded him. 
‘Mother and Dad will be sending out a search party 
for us soon. Let’s put the treasure back where we 
found it and bring them over tomorrow and surprise 
them.’ 

‘Oh, let’s take it back with us!’ protested Jane. 
‘You know, John, I’ve had the queerest feeling twice 
that we were' being watched. Yesterday, when wc 
were all here, and today after the statue fell. Some- 
thing seemed to be at that window', over there 
behind me.’ 

‘What sort of thing, Jen?’ 

‘I couldn’t see. W’hcn I turned it was gone. I went 
over to the window and I couldn’t sec anytliing, 
either.’ 

‘Why didn’t you tell me ?’ 

‘I didn’t want you to call me a silly.’ 

John went out quickly and looked under the win- 

194 



THE FORGOTTEN ISLAND 

dow which Jane had pointed to. There* was a rank 
growth of nettles there and not one had been broken 

‘You’ve been seeing things, Jen,’ he declared 
cheerfully as he came back. ‘No one could have been 
at the window. Now be a good girl and give me the 
things. Good, those ought to stay put. I’ve used my 
handkerchief to help stuff them back in place. Now 
g’veme a hand at setting Mumbo Jumbo on his feet 
again.’ 

All the time she was helping, Jane was protesting 
and arguing under her breath, but John was the leader 
and what he said usually went. She felt rather silly, 
anyway, about the things which she kept imagining 
that she saw. 

‘If they’ve been here safe since 1879, they can stay 
here a day or two longer,’ John declared. ‘Wait till you 
see Father’s f e ! We’ll invite them here for a picnic 
tomorrow and end up showing them the treasure.’ 

l^ext day, however, it rained hard and the children 
had to swallow their impatience. They wanted their 
party to be perfect in every way. In the late afternoon 
the rain changed into a fog with a httle sunhght 
coming tlirough. 

‘Can’t w'c go over to the island ?’ Jane asked. 

Fatlier went out and looked at the sky. 

‘The fog banks are still blowing in,’ he said. ‘Smell 
that sea smell that comes with them! It’s Ukely to 
rain again in an hour or two.’ 

‘Well, can’t John and I take a picnic lunch now 
and just go to Oak Point round the comer ?’ 
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‘We’d bcftcr let them,’ said Mother. ‘I’ve never 
known you children to be so restless. Perhaps a little 
paddling and picknicking will help you.’ 

They had almost reached the point, moving 
through the fog so silently that they startled their 
friends the loons by coming upon them before they 
could dive; they had almost reached the point - 
when they found the man with the outboard motor . 
Everything about the picture was grey, a shabby 
grey coat, and a wiry shabby figure working over the 
motor at the stern, with the fog dripping from the 
broken rim of an old hat. 

‘Good evening,’ John hailed. ‘Can we help you ?’ 

The man straightened and stared at them. 

‘No thanks,’ he said, then, ‘I’ll be all right,’ and 
he bent again to his work. The children paddled on 
and reached the point. They had already on another 
day built the fireplace of big stones there and 
John had brought kindling in his knapsack, so ifiat 
soon the fire vvas crackling and the smell of frying 
bacon filled the air. 

Jane felt uncomlbrtable. ‘He looks so kind of 
hungr\',’ she whispered to John. ‘Go on, ask him if 
he won’t come and eat with us.’ 

‘But — ’ began John. 

‘I don’t care!’ Jane broke in. ‘I don’t care what 
people say. Ask him or I will.’ 

The man who called himself Trip Anderson 
hesitated and then finally paddled his boat into shore 
with a crudely w’hittled-down board which seemed 
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to be his only oar. He ate at the children’s fire 
hungrily but remembering his manners. He seemed 
like anyone who was rather down on his luck, except 
for the way in which he met a person’s glance, 
staring back hard, showing a thin rim of white all 
around the bright blue iris of his eyes. They all 
talked a little about the lake and the weather. The 
man'knew a lot about fish. It was interesting, but 
the children were glad when supper was over and 
the rain began again. 

‘Guess we’ve got to go,’ they said, and he stared 
at them with his fixed eyes which he never allowed 
to shift rh ■ 'east bit. 

‘Much oblige.', kids,’ he said. ‘I’ll do something 
for you some day ’ 

They told their father and mother that evening 
who had beei ' heir guest and their elders approved, 
within reason. 

Inuring the night the wind shifted to the north- 
west and the day came bright and perfect. The 
greatest excitement reigned in the cabin until 10.30 
when The Adventure, laden with passengers, baskets, 
and extra supplies for Forgotten Island, put out into 
a lake that rippled delightfully. 

Father and Mother were much impressed by the 
changes one afternoon’s hard work had made in the 
living-room. John showed Father what the original 
house must have been like and he caught their 
enthusiasm immediately. 

‘It wouldn’t be much of a job tearing off the iSyt 
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part,’ he said. ‘>X'e might be able to sell it for old 
wood, or if we can’t, it could be burned on the rocks. 
Then this would be a wonderful little place. Nothing 
like it anywhere in the country,’ 

The picnic was eaten in state round the table whose 
legs were made of horns, while a small unneeded fire 
crackled in the fireplace to give an added welcome. 
After the baskets were packed again and the room in 
order. Father brought out his pipe, while Mother 
began to knit. 

This was the moment for which the children had 
been waiting for nearly two days. 

‘Want to see something else we found ?’ John asked 
with elaborate carelessness, 

Jane bounded forward to help him. 

They tugged out the statue and laid it on its back, 
and John reached far up its depths into the hollow 
arm, while everyone waited breathlessly. 

Jane saw the look of shock and surprise come tojhis 
face and knew what had happened before he spoke. 

‘Why,’ he said rather blankly. ‘They’re gone, the 
gold things are gone. There isn’t even my handker- 
chief there. 

‘Sorry, Jane,’ he muttered to her when she ran 
forward to help search the crevices of the statue and 
she squeezed liis hand hard. 

‘It doesn’t matter a bit,’ she cried, bravely blinking 
tears from her eyes. ‘Think of all we have left.’ 

They didn’t talk any more about the treasure. 
John felt too badly about it to bear any mention of it. 
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Jane felt badly, too, of course, but it wasn’t half so 
hard for her as for John who had insisted upon 
leaving the things just where they had found them. 

They all paddled home to the cabin, making 
occasional conversation about nothing much, and 
that evening Father brought out Huckleberry Finn 
and read for hours, not saying once that his voice was 
getting tired. 

Mother had glanced once or twice at the clock, 
when they heard a car come down their road and a 
moment later a knock sounded at the door. 

It was late for visiting in the country^, and every’one 
looked a*' ch other in surprise as Father went to the 
door. Two men otood there whom they didn’t know, 
one of them in uniform. 

• ‘Come in,’ saU Father. T’m James Lane. Did you 
want to see n.. T’ 

The older man shook hands first. T’m Will 
Deling, Mr Lane,’ he explained, ‘from over across 
the lake, and this is Mr Dexter, of the State Police.’ 

Mr Lane shook hands with Mr Dexter and intro- 
duced them both to the family. 

‘Mr Dexter has come up here on business,’ Mr 
Deering explained. ‘There’ve been complaints about 
a man who calls himself Trip Anderson. One man’s 
lost tw'o heifers and another man, who has a camp 
over on Muscongus Lake, missed an outboard motor 
from his boat. They brought Mr Dexter to me because 
I know the lake pretty w'cll and had an idea of where 
his shanty was. I took Mr Dexter there while he was 
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away, and We searched it and found proof he’d been 
doing a lot of petty tliieving hereabouts. Proof wasn’t 
needed, because when this Anderson came back, Mr 
Dexter recognized him as a fellow who’d broken gaol 
at Thomaston'a year or so ago.’ 

‘His real name is Tom Jennings,’ the other man 
broke in. ‘He was scr\dng a term for armed robbery. 
No, he ain’t got a wife, nor kids. That was just cover. 
He’s been in and out of gaol since he was sixteen.’ 

Mother looked worried, thinking that the children 
had been having a picnic with such a man only the 
evening before. But Father knew that, somehow or 
other, the business must concern them, or these two 
men wouldn’t have knocked at their door at ten 
o’clock at night. 

‘Did you wish me to identify him ?’ he asked, but 
Mr Dexter shook his head. 

‘He don’t need identifying,’ he remarked, pulling 
out his watch and looking at it. ‘By now, he’ll^bc 
at Thomaston.'But just before we took him away he 
said he had some things he w-anted to return. He had 
them hidden in the flour tin. Said he’d been using 
the island you’ve bought, but never took any of the 
big things because they could be spotted too easy. 
When you kids began to go there, he kept an eye on 
you. He’s good at that, moves like an Indian. One 
day when he was hanging round he heard a crash and 
looked in and saw you find the gold stuff. Fhat was 
more up his alley. He could melt it down and no one 
could ever prove anything against him.’ 
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The Stale Policeman fished again •in his vest 
pocket and brought out first the dwarf, and then the 
bird, and then the crocodile. The ring came last. He 
poured them all into Jane’s hand, and she quickly 
brought them to John. 

‘Think of his giving them back!’ she exclaimed. 
‘Oh, thank you for bringing them! We were so 
bt/thered when we found they w'ere gone.’ 

‘Jennings said you were good kids and had asked 
him to eat with you.’ 

‘Do you want to see the things ?’ John asked 
eagerly. He took them about so that everyone might 
examine lii. little objects close at hand. 

Mr Decring hold up the crocodile. 

‘We have one at home like this,’ he said, ‘in the 
old teapot, I thhd. it is. My grandfather used to say 
Johnson gave to him for boarding his horse, after 
he’d run out of the gold-dust quills he used to get 
his,money from. The day he gave Grandfather the 
crocodile and drove off was the last time he was ever 
seen around here. “I took one image from that 
African temple that was chuck full of gold,” he told 
Grandfather. “It stands to reason the other images 
have got gold in them. An\’way, I aim to go and 
sec.” 

‘But he never came back,’ continued Mr Deering. 
‘I figure he could play a trick on the temple priests 
once, maybe, but next time they’d get liim. \X’c never 
knew where he came from, nor what vessel he took 
for Africa, but it wouldn’t be hard to find one ir 
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those days, When tliere was still a good trade there. 
Grandfather said he had the bearing of a captain. 
Probably no one else ever knew that the idol he’d 
stolen had gold in it, and he came away here, on the 
quiet, where no one ever would know it. But he was 
a reckless spender, Grandfather said. Money just 
poured out of his hands while he had it, and then he 
started back to get more. Anyhow, he never came 
back.’ 

Ever}'one had been listening with breathless 
interest. 

‘Why didn’t your grandfather use the house on the 
island, or sell it ?’ Mr Lane asked. 

‘It wasn’t his,’ the farmer replied. ‘Johnson had 
bought the island out and out. And Grandma didn’t 
want any of that African stuff around the place. She 
called it outlandish, and my mother didn’t like it 
either. We just minded our own business and no one 
else but us had had direct dealings with him or ki^w 
much about the place. Ever>’ year the cove filled up 
more and more with pickerel weed and, prettj' soon, 
the island and Johnson were kind of forgotten — ’ 

‘That’s what wc call it - Forgotten Island!’ the 
children cried. 

Mr Deering looked at them and smiled. 

‘Well, it’s yours now,’ he said. ‘It’s nice to have 
neighbours on it again. Glad we found you all at 
home.’ 

Everyone got up to sec their visitors to the door. 
Mr Deering stepped out first and, as Mr Dcvter 
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turned to say good-bye, Jane asked, ‘Is there anything 
we can do for Trip Anderson?’ 

The officer shook his head. 

‘He’s all right,’ he said. ‘Don’t worry about him. I 
guess he was getting pretty tired of his freedom. He 
said he’d be glad to be back where he’d be taken care 
of. I’ll tell liim you inquired.’ 

Then the door closed behind the strangers and, a 
moment later, there came the roar of a self-starter. 
Litde by little, the sound receded up the road and 
silence settled again in the w’oods, and, after a while, 
even the Lanes’ cabin was dark and still, and the 
Lanes too, weic asleep. But on the mantelshelf, in 
the silence broken only by the occasional calling of 
the loons, w'atched the four talismans of gold, keeping 
guard - the tr*" isure of Forgotten Island, made by 
dark hands far away and long ago. 
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T//e Treasure 
in the Cave 

From The Adventures of Tom Sazvycr » 

There comes a time in every rightly constructed 
boy’s life when he has a raging desire to go some- 
where and dig for hidden treasure. This desire 
suddenly came upon Tom one day. He sallied out to 
find Joe Harper, but failed of success. Next he sought 
Ben Rogers ; he had gone fishing. Presently he stumb- 
led upon Huck Finn the Red-Handed. Huck would 
answer. Tom took him to a private place and opened 
the matter to him confidentially. Huck was willing. 
Huck was always willing to take a hand in ;iny 
enterprise that offered entertainment and required 
no capital, for he had a troublesome superabundance 
of that sort of time which is no! money. ‘Where’ll we 
dig ?’ said Huck. 

‘Oh, ’most anywhere.’ 

‘Why, is it hid all around ?’ 

‘No indeed it ain’t. It’s hid in mighty particular 
places, Huck - sometimes on islands, sometimes in 
rotten chests under the end of a limb of an old dead 
tree, just where the shadow falls at midnight; but 
mostly under the floor in ha’nted houses.’ 
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‘Who hides it ?’ 

‘Why, robbers, of course - who’d you reckon? 
Sunday school sup’rintendents ?’ 

‘I don’t know. If ’twas mine I wouldn’t hide it; 
I’d spend it and have a good time.’ 

‘So would I. But robbers don’t do that way. They 
always hide it and leave it there.’ 

‘Dcm’t they come after it any more?’ 

‘No, they tliink they will, but they generally forget 
the marks, or else they die. Anyway, it lays there 
a long time and gets rusty; and by and by some- 
body finds an old yellow paper that tells how to 
find ^hc mark:. - a paper that’s got to be ciphered 
over about a week because it’s mostly signs and 
hy’roglyphics.’ 

‘Hyro-wh- n.’ 

‘Hy’roglypiucs - pictures and things, you know, 
that don’t seem to mean anything.’ 

‘ffcve you got one of them papers, Tom ?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Well then, how are you going to find the marks ?’ 

‘I don’t want any marks. They always bury it under 
a ha’nted house or on an island, or under a dead tree 
that’s got one limb sticking out. W’ell, we’ve tried 
Jackson’s Island a little, and we can try it again some 
time; and there’s the old ha’nted house up the Still- 
House branch, and there’s lots of dead-limb trees - 
dead loads of ’em.’ 

‘Is it under all of them ?’ 

‘How you talk! No!’ 
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‘Then how are you going to know which one to go 
for?’ 

‘Go for all of ’em!’ 

‘Why, Tom, it’ll take all summer.’ 

‘Well, what of that ? Suppose you find a brass pot 
with a himdred dollars in it, all rusty and grey, or a 
rotten chest full of di’monds. How’s that?’ 

Huck’s eyes glowxd. 

‘That’s bully. Plenty bully enough for me. Just 
you gimme the hundred dollars and I don’t want no 
di’monds.’ 

‘All right. But I bet you I ain’t going to throw ofl' 
on di’monds. Some of ’em’s w’orth twenty dollars 
apiece - there ain’t any, hardly, but’s worth six bits 
or a dollar.’ 

‘No ? Is that so ?’ 

‘Cert’nly - anybody’ll tell you so. Hain’t you ever 
seen one, Huck ?’ 

‘Not as I remember.’ 

‘Oh, kings have slathers of them.’ 

‘Well, I don’t know no kings, I'om. But say - 
where arc you going to dig first ?’ 

‘Well, I don’t know. S’posc we tackle that old 
dead-limb tree on the hill t’other side of Still-House 
branch ?’ 

‘I’m agreed.’ 

So they got a crippled pick and a shovel, and set 
out on their three-mile tramp. They arrived hot and 
panting, and threw themselves down in the shade of 
a neighbouring elm to rest and have a smoke 
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‘I like this,’ said Tom. 

‘So do L’ 

‘Say, Huck, if we find a treasure here, what you 
going to do with your share ?’ 

‘Well, I’ll have pie and a glass of soda every day, 
and rU go to every circus that comes along. I bet 
I’ll have a gay time.’ 

‘Wdl, ain’t you going to save any of it ?’ 

‘Save it? What for?’ 

‘Why, so as to have something to live on, by and 
by.’ 

‘Oh, that ain’t any use. Pap would come back to 
this ycr town some day and get his claws on it if I 
didn’t hurry up, and I tell you he’d clean it out pretty 
quick. What you going to do with youm, Tom?’ 

' ‘I’m going ' - buy a new drum, and sure-’nough 
sword, and a red necktie and a bull pup, and get 
married.’ 

‘Married !’ 

‘That’s it.’ 

‘Tom, you - why, you ain’t in your right mind.’ 

‘Wait - you’ll sec.’ 

‘W’ell, that’s the foolishest thing you could do. 
Look at Pap and my mother. Fight ! Why, they used 
to fight all the time. I remember, mighty well.’ 

‘That ain’t anything. The girl I’m going to marry 
won’t fight.’ 

‘Tom, I reckon they’re all alike. They’ll all comb 
a body. Now you better think ’bout this awhile. I tell 
you you better. What’s the name of the gal ?’ 
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‘It ain’t -a gal at all - it’s a girl.’ 

‘It’s all the same, I reckon; some says gal, some says 
girl - both’s right, like enough. An>'way, what’s her 
name, Tom ?’ 

‘I’ll tell you some time - not now.’ 

‘All right - that’ll do. Only if you get married I’ll 
be more lonesomer than ever.’ 

‘No you won’t. You’ll come and live with me. Now 
stir out of this and we’ll go to digging.’ 

They worked and sweated for half an hour. No 
result. They toiled another half-hour. Still no result. 
Huck said : 

‘Do they always bur\’ it as deep as this ?’ 

‘Sometimes - not always. Not generally. I reckon 
we haven’t got the right place.’ 

So they chose a new spot and began again. The 
labour dragged a little, but still they made progress. 
They pegged away in silence for some time. I-inally 
Huck leaned on his shovel, swabbed the be'^ded 
drops from his brow with his sleeve, and said : 

‘Where you going to dig next, alter we gel this 
one ?’ 

‘I reckon maybe we’ll tackle the old tree that’s over 
yonder on Cardilf Hill back of the widow’s.’ 

‘I reckon that’ll be a good one. But won’t the 
widow take it away from us, Tom ? It’s on her land.’ 

'She take it away! Maybe she’d like to tr}' it once. 
Whoever finds one of these hid treasures, it belongs 
to him. It don’t make any difference whose land it’s 
on.’ 
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That was satisfactory. The work went bn. By and 
by Huck said : 

‘Blame it, we must be in the wrong place again. 
What do you think?’ 

‘It is mighty curious, Huck. I don’t understand it. 
Sometimes witches interfere. I reckon maybe that’s 
v'hat’s the trouble now.’ 

‘Slfucks, witches ain’t got no power in the daytime.’ 

‘Well, that’s so. I didn’t think of that. Oh, / know 
what the matter is ! What a blamed lot of fools we are ! 
You got to find out where the shadow of the limb 
falls at r'l Inight, and that’s where you dig!’ 

‘Tiicn confoir d it, we’ve fooled aw'ay all this work 
for nothing. Now hang it all, we got to come back in 
the night. It’s an awful long way. Can you get out ?’ 

‘I bet I will ''^e’vc got to do it tonight, too, because 
if somebody sees these holes they’ll know in a minute 
what’s here and thev’ll go for it.’ 

‘Well, I’ll come around and meow tonight.’ 

‘All right. Let’s hide the tools in the bushes.’ 

The boys were there that night, about the ap- 
pointed time. They sat in the shadow waiting. It was a 
lonely place, and an hour made solemn by old 
traditions. Spirits whispered in the rustling leaves, 
ghosts lurked in the murky nooks, the deep baying of 
a hound floated up out of the distance, an owl 
answered with his sepulchral note. The boys svere 
subdued by these solemnities, and talked little. By 
and by they judged that twelve had come; they 
marked where the shadow fell, and began to dig. 
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Their hopes' commenced to rise. Their interest grew 
stronger, and their industry kept pace with it. The 
hole deepened and still deepened, but every time 
their hearts jumped to hear the pick strike upon some- 
thing, they only suffered a new' disappointment. It 
was only a stone or a chunk. At last Tom said : 

Tt ain’t any use, Huck, we’re wrong again.’ 

‘W’ell, but we can't be wTong. We spotted the 
shadder to a dot.’ 

T know’ it, but then there’s another thing.’ 

‘What’s that ?’ 

‘\X’hy, we only guessed at the time. Like enough it 
was too late or too early.’ 

Huck dropped his shovel. 

‘That’s it,’ said he. ‘That’s the ver\' trouble. We 
got to give this one up. 'VC’c can’t ever tell the right 
time, and besides this kind of thing’s loo awful, here 
this time of night with witches and ghosts a-lluttering 
around so. I feel as if something’s behind me all the 
time; artd I’m afeard to turn around, becuz maybe 
there’s others in front a-w'aiting for a chance. I been 
creeping all over, ever since I got here.’ 

‘Well, I’ve been pretty much so, too, Huck. 'Fhey 
most always put in a dead man when they bur>’ a 
treasure under a tree, to look out for it.’ 

‘Lordy !’ 

‘Yes, they do. I’ve always heard that.’ 

‘Tom, I don’t like to fool around much where there's 
dead people. A body’s bound to get into trouble with 
’em, sure.’ 
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‘I don’t like to stir ’em up, either. S’phse this one 
here was to stick his skull out and say something!’ 

‘Don’t, Tom! It’s awful.’ 

‘Well, it just is. Huck, I don’t feel comfortable a bit.’ 

‘Say, Tom, let’s give this place up, and try some- 
wheres else.’ 

‘All right, I reckon we better.’ 

‘What’ll it be ?’ 

Tom considered awhile, and then said: 

‘The ha’nted house. That’s it!’ 

‘Blame it, I don’t like ha’nted houses, Tom. Why 
there’s a dem sight worse’n dead people. Dead people 
mU)i;. tilk, maybe, but they don’t come sliding 
around in a shroud, when you ain’t noticing, and 
peep over your shoulder all of a sudden and grit their 
teeth, thp v ly a ghost does. I couldn’t stand such a 
thing as ^nat, Tom - nobody could.’ 

‘Yes, but, Huck, ghosts don’t travel around only 
at eight. They won’t hinder us from digging there 
in the daytime.’ 

‘Well, all right. W’c’ll tackle the han’ted house if you 
say so - but I reckon it’s taking chances.’ 

They had started down the hill by this time. There 
in the middle of the moonlit valley below them stood 
the ‘ha’nted’ house, utterly isolated, its fences gone 
long ago, rank weeds smothering the very doorsteps, 
the cliimney crumbled to ruin, the window-sashes 
vacant, a corner of the roof caved in. The boys gazed 
awhile ; then talking in a low tone, as befitted the time 
and the circumstances, they struck far off *■ the 
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right, to gi\'c the haunted house a wide berth, and 
took their way homeward through the woods that 
adorned the rearward side of Cardiff Hill. 

About noon the next day the boys arrived at the 
dead tree; they had come for their tools. Tom was 
impatient to go to the haunted house; Huck was 
measurably so, also - but suddenly said : 

‘Lookyhere, Tom, do you know what day it is ?’ 

Tom mentally ran over the days of the week, and 
then quickly lifted his eyes with a startled look in 
them — 

‘My! I never once thought of it, Huck!’ 

‘VC’cll, I didn’t neither, but all at once it popped 
on to me that it was Friday.’ 

‘Blame it, a body can’t be too careful, Huck. W'e 
might ’a’ got into an awful scrape, tackling such a 
thing on a Friday.’ 

‘Af/g/zr / Better sav we There’s some luvkv 

days, maybe, but Friday ain’t.’ 

‘Any fool knows that. I don’t reckon you was the 
first that found it out, Huck.’ 

‘Well, I never said I was, did I ? And F'riday ain’t 
all, neither. I had a rotten bad dream last night - 
dreamt about rats.’ 

‘No! Sure sign of trouble. Did thev fight ?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Well, that’s good, Huck. When they don’t fight 
it’s only a sign that there’s trouble around, you know. 
All we got to do is to look mighty sharp and keep 
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out of it. Wc’ll drop this thing for today, and play. 
Do you know Robin Hood, Huck ?’ 

‘No. Who’s Robin Hood ?’ 

‘Why, he was one of the greatest men that was ever 
in England - and the best. He was a robber.’ 

‘Cracky, I wisht I was. Who did he rob ?’ 

‘Only sheriffs and bishops and rich people and 
kingsp, and such like. But he never bothered the poor. 
He loved ’em. He always divided up with ’em 
perfectly square.’ 

‘Well, he must ’a’ been a brick.’ 

‘I bet you he was, Huck. Oh, he vas the noblest 
mr.i il.at ever was. They ain’t any such men now, I 
can tell you. He could lick any man in England, with 
one hand tied behind him ; and he couid take his yew 
• bow' and rlu.' a ten-cent piece every time, a mile and 
a half.’ 

‘What’s ayezo bow ?’ 

'I don’t know. It’s some kind of a bow, of course. 
And if he hit that dime only on the edge he would set 
down and cry - and curse. But we’ll play Robin 
Hood - it’s nobby fun. I’ll learn you.’ 

‘I’m agreed.’ 

So they played Robin Hood all the afternoon, now 
and then casting a yearning eye down upon the haun- 
ted house and passing a remark about the morrow’s 
prospects and possibilities there. As the sun began 
to sink into the west rhev took their wav homeward 
athw'art the long shadows of the trees and soon were 
buried from sight in the forests of Cardiff Hill 
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On Satui'day, shortly after noon, the boys were at 
the dead tree again. They had a smoke and a chat in 
the shade, and then dug a little in their last hole, not 
with great hope, but merely because Tom said there 
were so many cases w'here people had given up a 
treasure after getting down within six inches of it, 
and then somebody else had come along and turned 
it up with a single thrust of a shovel. The thing 
failed this time, however, so the boys shouldered 
their tools and W’ent away, feeling that they had not 
trifled with forttme, but had fulfilled all the require- 
ments that belong to the business of treasure- 
hunting. 

>X'hcn they reached the haunted house there was 
something so weird and grisly about the dead silence 
that reigned tlicre under the leaking sun, and some- 
thing so depressing about the loneliness and desolation 
of the place, that they were afraid, for a moment, to 
venture in. Then they crept to the door and took a 
trembling peep. They saw' a weed-grown, floorless 
room, unplastcred, an ancient fireplace, vacant 
windows, a ruinous staircase; and here, there and 
everywhere hung ragged and abandoned cobwebs. 
They presently entered, softly, with quickened pulses, 
talking in whispers, cars alert to catch the slightest 
sound, and muscles tense and ready for instant 
retreat. 

In a little while familiarity modified their fears and 
they gave the place a critical and interested examina- 
tion, rather admiring their owm boldness, and 
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wondering at it, too. Next they wanted to look up- 
stairs. This was something like cutting off retreat, 
but they got to daring each other, and of course there 
could be but one result - they threw their tools into 
a corner and made the ascent. Up there were the 
same signs of decay. In one corner they found a 
closet that promised mystery, but the promise w'as a 
fraud*- there was nothing in it. Their courage w'as up 
now and well in hand. They w^ere about to go down 
and begin work when — 

‘ ’Sh!’ said Tom. 

‘What is it?’ w'hispercd Huck, blanching with 
frigiit. 

‘ ’Sh ! . . . There ! . . . Hear it ?’ 

‘Yes! . . . Oh, my! Let’s run!’ 

‘Keep if ! Don’t you budge ! They’re coming 
right towards the door.’ 

The boys stretched themselves upon the floor with 
ihek eyes to knot-holes in the planking, and lay 
waiting, in a misery of fear. 

‘They’ve stopped . . , No - coming. . . . Here they 
arc. Don’t w'liisper another word, Huck. My good- 
ness, I w'ish I w'as out of this !’ 

Tw'o men entered. Each boy said to liimself: 
‘There’s the old deaf and dumb Spaniard that’s 
been about town once or twice lately - never saw 
t’other man before.’ 

‘T’other’ was a ragged, unkempt creature, witli 
nothing very pleasant in his face. The Spaniard W'as 
wrapped in a scrape; he had bushy w’hite whishvis; 
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long white hair flowed from under his sombrero, and 
he wore green goggles. When they came in, ‘t’other’ 
was talking in a low voice; they sat down on the 
ground, facing the door, with their backs to the wall, 
and the. speaker continued his remarks. His manner 
became less guarded and his words more distinct as 
he proceeded: - 

‘No,’ said he, ‘I’ve thought it all over, and I don’t 
like it. It’s dangerous.’ 

‘Dangerous !’ grunted the ‘deaf and dumb’ Spaniard 
- to the vast surprise of the boys. ‘Milksop!’ 

This voice made the boys gasp and quake. It was 
Injun Joe’s! 

The two men got out some food and made a 
luncheon. After a long and thoughtful silence, Injun 
Joe said : 

‘Look here, lad - you go back up the river where 
you belong. \X’ait there till you hear from me. I’ll 
take the chances on dropping into this town just once 
more, for a look. We’ll do that “dangerous” job after 
I’ve spied around a little and think things look well 
for it. Then for Texas! Vl’c’ll leg it together!’ 

This was satisfactory. Both men presently fell to 
yawning, and Injun Joe said: 

‘I’m dead for sleep! It’s your turn to watch.’ 

He curled down in the weeds and soon began to 
snore. His comrade stirred him once or twice and he 
became quiet. Presently the watcher began to noJ; 
his head drooped lower and lower, both men began 
to snore now. 
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The boys drew a long, grateful brtath. Tom 
whispered : 

‘Now’s our chance - come!’ 

Huck said ; 

‘I can’t - I’d die if they was to wake.’ 

Tom urged - Huck held back. At last Tom rose 
slowly and softly, and staited alone. But the first 
step he made wrung such a hideous creak from the 
crazy floor that he sank down almost dead with 
fright. He never made a second attempt. The boys 
lay there counting the dragging moments till it 
seemed to them that time must be done and eternity 
gro'ving grey; and then they wcie grateful to note 
that at last the sun was setting. 

Now one snore ceased. Injun Joe sat up, stared 
around - m.ded grimlv upon his comrade, whose 
head was drooping upon his knees - stirred liim up 
with his foot and said : 

‘Here! You're a watchman, ain’t you! All right, 
though - nothing’s happened.’ 

‘My! have I been asleep?’ 

‘Oh, partly, partly. Nearly time for us to be 
moving, pard. W’hat’ll we do with what little swag 
we’ve got left ?’ 

‘I don’t know - leave it here as we’ve always done, 
I reckon. No use to take it away till we start south. 
Six hundred and fifty in silver’s something to 
carry.’ 

‘Well - all right - it won’t matter to come here 
once more.’ 
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‘No - buf I’d say come in the night as we used to 
do - it’s better.’ 

‘Yes : but look here; it may be a good while before 
I get tlie right chance at that job; accidents might 
happen; 'tain’t in such a vcr\' good place; we’ll just 
regularly bury it - and bury it deep.’ 

‘Good idea,’ said the comrade, who walked across 
the room, knelt down, raised one of the rearward 
hearthstones and took out a bag that jingled pleasantly. 
He subtracted from it twenty or thirty dollars for 
himself and as much for Injun Joe and passed the 
bag to the latter, who was on his knees in the corner, 
now, digging with his bowie-knife. 

The boys forgot all their fears, all their miseries in 
an instant. With gloating eyes they watched every 
movement. Luck! - the splendour of it was beyond 
all imagination! Six hundred dollars was money 
enough to make half a dozen boys rich! Here wa^ 
treasure-hunting under the happiest auspices - there 
would not be any bothersome uncertainty as to where 
to dig. They nudged each other ever}' moment - 
eloquent nudges and easily understood, for they 
simply meant - ‘Oh, but ain’t you glad non we’re 
here !’ 

Joe’s knife struck upon something. 

‘Hello!’ said he. 

‘W’hat is it ?’ said his comrade. 

‘Half-rotten plank - no, it’s a box, I believe. Here - 
bear a hand and we’ll see what it’s here for. Never 
mind, I’ve broke a hole.’ 
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He reached his hand in and drew it out-^ 

‘Man, it’s money !’ 

The two men examined the handful of coins. They 
were gold. The boys above were as excited as them- 
selves, and as delighted. 

Joe’s comrade said : 

‘We’ll make quick work of this. There’s an old 
rusty* pick over amongst the weeds in the corner 
the other side of the fireplace - I saw it a minute 
ago.’ 

He ran and brought the boys pick and shovel. 
Injun Joe took the pick, looked it over critically, 
shooic ius head, muttered something to himself, and 
then began to use it. The box was soon unearthed. 
It was not very large; it was iron-bound and had 
* been very .rung before the slow years had injured it. 
The men contemplated the treasure awhile in blissful 
silence. 

‘Pard, there’s thousands of dollars here,’ said 
Injun Joe. 

‘ ’Twas always said that Murrel’s gang used to be 
around here one summer,’ the stranger observed. 

‘I know it,’ said Injun Joe; ‘and this looks like it, 
I should say.’ 

‘AW you won’t need to do that job.’ 

The half-breed frowned. Said he: 

‘You don’t know me. Least you don’t know all 
about that thing. ’Tain’t robbery altogether - it’s 
revoigeV and a wcked light flamed in his eyes. ‘I’ll 
need your help in it. When it’s finished - then Tlaus. 
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Go home to your Nance and your kids, and stand by 
till you hear from me.’ 

‘Well - if you say so. What’ll we do with this - 
bury it again ?’ 

‘Yes. [^Ravishing delight overhead.] No! by the 
great Sachem, no! [Profound distress overhead.] I’d 
nearly forgot. That pick had fresh earth on it I [The 
boys were sick ^^^th terror in a moment.] What 
business has a pick and a shovel here ? What business 
with fresh earth on them ? Who brought them here - 
and where are they gone ? Have you heard anybody ? 
- seen anybody ? What I bury it again and leave them 
to come and sec the ground disturbed ? Not exactly - 
not exactly. We’ll take it to my den.’ 

‘Why, of course! Might have thought of that 
before. You mean Number One ?’ 

‘No - Number Two - under the cross. The other 
place is bad - too common.’ 

‘All right. It’s nearly dark enough to start.’ 

Injun Joe got up and went about from window to 
window cautiously peeping out. Presently he said : 

‘Who could have brought those tools here ? Do you 
reckon they can be upstairs ?’ 

The boys’ breath forsook them. Injun Joe put his 
hand on his knife, halted a moment, undecided, and 
then turned towards the stairway. The boys thought 
of the closet, but their strength was gone. The steps 
came creaking up the stairs - the intolerable distress 
of the situation woke the stricken resolution of the 
lads - they were about to spring for the closet, when 
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there was a crash of rotten timbers and ‘Injun Joe 
landed on the ground amid the debris of the ruined 
stairway. He gathered himself up cursing, and his 
comrade said ; 

‘Now what’s the use of all that ? If it’s anybody, 
and they’re up there, let them stay there - who cares ? 
If they want to jump down now, and get into trouble, 
who objects ? It will be dark in fifteen minutes - and 
then let them follow us if they want to. I’m willing. 
In my opinion, whoever hove those things in here 
caught a sight of us and took us for ghosts or devils 
or something. I’ll bet they’re running yet.’ 

Joe grumbled aw'hile; then he agreed with his 
friend that "vhat daylight was left ought to be 
economized in getting things ready for leaving. 
Shortly afterwards they slipped out of the house in 
the deepen , ig twilight, and moved towards the river 
with their precious box. 

Tern and Huck rose up, weak but vastly relieved, 
and stared after them through the chinks between 
the logs of the house. Follow ? Not they. They were 
content to reach ground again without broken necks, 
and take the towmward track over the hill. They did 
not talk much. They were too much absorbed in 
hating themselves - hating the ill luck that made 
them take the spade and the pick there. But for that, 
Injun Joe never would have suspected. He would 
have hidden the silver with the gold to wait there till 
his ‘revenge’ w^as satisfied, and then he would have 
had the misfortune to find that money turn up 
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missing. Bitter, bitter luck that the tools were ever 
brought there ! 

They resolved to keep a lookout for that Spaniard 
when he should come to town spying out for chances 
to do his revengeful job, and follow him to ‘Number 
Two’, wherever that might be. 

The adventure of the day mightily torrtiented 
Tom’s dreams that night. Four times he had his 
hands on that rich treasure and four times it wasted 
to nothingness in his fingers as sleep forsook him and 
wakefulness brought back the hard reality of his 
misfortune. As he lay in the early morning recalling 
the incidents of his great adventure, he noticed that 
they seemed curiously subdued and far away - some- 
what as if they had happened in another world, or iri 
a time long gone by. Then it occurred to him that the 
great adventure itself must be a dream! 

But the incidents of his adventure grew scn>'';ibly 
sharper .and clearer under the attrition of thinking 
them over, and so he presently found himself leaning 
to the impression that the thing might not have been 
a dream, after all. This uncertainty must be swept 
away. He would snatch a hurried breakfast and go 
find Huck. 

Huck was sitting on the gunwale of a flatboat, 
listlessly dangling his feet in the water and looking 
very melancholy. Tom concluded to let Huck lead 
up to the subject. If he did not do it, then the ad- 
venture would be proved to have been only a dream. 
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‘Hello, Huck !’ 

‘Hello, yourself.’ 

Silence for a minute. 

‘Tom, if we’d ’a’ left the blame tools at the dead 
tree, we’d ’a’ got the money. Oh, ain’t it awful !’ 

‘ ’Tain’t a dream, then, ’tain’t a dream! Somehow 
I ’most wish it was. Dog’d if I don’t, Huck.’ 

‘Wh'&t ain’t a dream ?’ 

‘Oh, that thing yesterday. I been half thinking it 
was.’ 

‘Dream! If them stairs hadn’t broke down you’d 
’a’ seen how much dream it was! I’ve had dreams 
cnouph all night - with that patch-eyed Spanish 
de'’il going f r me all through ’em - rot him !’ 

‘No, not rot him. rind him! Track the money!’ 

‘Tom, we’ll never find him. A feller don’t have only 
one chance ‘or such a pile - and that one’s lost. I’d 
feel mighty shaky if I was to see him, anyway.’ 

‘VScll, so’d I ; but I’d like to see him, anj'way - and 
track him out - to his Number Two.’ 

‘Number Two -yes, that’s it. I ben thinking ’bout 
that. But I can’t make nothing out of it. W’hat do 
you reckon it is ?’ 

‘I dono. It’s too deep. Say, Huck - maybe it's 
the number of a house !’ 

‘Goody! . . . No, Tom, that ain’t it. If it is, it 
ain’t in this one-horse town. They ain’t no numbers 
here.’ 

‘Well, that’s so. Lemme think a minute. Here - it’s 
the number of a room - in a tavern, you know !’ 
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‘Oh, that’s the trick! They ain’t only two taverns. 
We can find out quick.’ 

‘You stay here, Huck, till I come.’ 

Tom was off at once. He did not care to have 
Huck’s company in public places. He was gone half 
an hour. He fovmd that in the best tavern. No. 2 had 
long been occupied by a young lawyer, and was still 
so occupied. In the less ostentatious house No .‘2 was 
a mystery. The tavern-keeper’s young son said it was 
kept locked all the time, and he never saw anybody 
go into it or come out of it except at night; he did not 
know any particular reason for this state of things; 
had had some little curiosity, but it was rather feeble ; 
had made the most of the mystery by entertaining 
himself with the idea that that room was ‘ha’ntcd’; 
had noticed that there was a light in there the night 
before. 

‘That’s what I’ve found out, Huck. I reckon that’s 
the very No. 2 we’re after.’ » 

‘I reckon it is, Tom. Now what you going to do ?’ 

‘Lemme think.’ 

Tom thought a long time. Then he said: 

‘I’ll tell you. The back door of that No. 2 is the door 
that comes out into that little close alley between the 
tavern and the old rattle-trap of a brick store. Now 
you get hold of all the door keys you can find, and 
I’ll nip all of auntie’s, and the first dark night we’ll go 
there and try ’em. And mind you keep a lookout for 
Injun Joe, because he said he was going to drop into 
town and spy around once more for a chance to get 
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his revenge. If you see him, you just follo\V him; and 
if he don’t go to that No. 2, that ain’t the place.’ 

Xordy, I don’t want to follcr him by myself!’ 

‘You bet /’ll follow him, if it’s dark, Huck. Why, 
he might ’a’ found out he couldn’t get his revenge, 
and be going right after that money.’ 

‘It’s so, Tom, it’s so. I’ll foller him; I will, by 
j ingods !’ 

‘Now, you’re talking\ Don’t you ever weaken, 
Huck, and I won’t.’ 

That night Tom and Huck were ready for their 
adver.iiire. They hung about the neighbourhood of 
the tavern ur.til after nine, one watcliing the alley at 
a distance and the other the tavern door. Nobody 
'entered the a'^cy or left it; nobody resembling the 
Spaniard ' itcrcd or left the tavern door. The night 
promised to be a fair one; so Tom went home with 
the -understanding that if a considerable degree of 
darkness came on, Huck was to come and ‘meow’, 
whereupon he would slip out and try the keys. But 
the night remained clear, and Huck closed his watch 
and retired to bed in an empty sugar hogshead about 
twelve. 

Tuesday the boys had the same ill luck. Also 
W’edncsday. But Thursday night promised better. 
Tom slipped out in good season with his aunt’s old 
tin lantern, and a large towel to blindfold it with. He 
hid the lantern in Huck’s sugar hogshead, and the 
watch began. An hour before midnight the ta' .'rn 
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dosed up 3nd its lights (the only ones thereabouts) 
were put out. No Spaniard had been seen. Nobody 
had entered or left the alley. Everything was aus- 
picious. The blackness of darkness reigned, the 
perfect stillness was interrupted only by occasional 
mutterings of distant thunder. 

Tom got his lantern, lit it in the hogshead, wrapped 
it closely in the towel, and the two adventurers crept 
in the gloom towards the tavern. Huck stood sentry 
and Tom felt his way into the alley. Then there was a 
season of waiting anxiety that weighed upon Huck’s 
spirits like a mountain. Suddenly there was a flash of 
light and Tom came tearing by him: 

‘Run !’ said he ; ‘run for your life !’ 

He needn’t have repeated it; once was enough; 
Huck was making thirty or forty miles an hour 
before the repetition was uttered. The boys never 
stopped till they reached the shed of a deserted 
slaughter-house at the lower end of the village. Just 
as they g'ot within its shelter the storm burst and the 
rain poured down. As soon as Tom got his breath 
he said : 

‘Huck, it was awful ! I tried two of the keys, just as 
soft as I could ; but they seemed to make such a power 
of racket that I couldn’t hardly get my breath I was 
so scared. They wouldn’t turn in the lock, cither. 
Well, without noticing what I was doing, I took hold 
of the knob, and open comes the door! It warn’t 
locked ! I hopped in, and shook off the towel, and, 
great Caesar's ghost ! ’ 
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‘What - what’d you see, Tom?’ 

‘Huck, I ’most stepped on to Injim Joe’s hand!’ 

‘Nol’ 

‘Yes! He was laying there, sound asleep on the 
floor, with his old patch on his eye and his arms spread 
out.’ 

‘Lordy, what did you do ? Did he wake up ?’ 

‘N6, never budged. Drunk, I reckon. I just 
grabbed that towel and started!’ 

‘I’d never ’a’ thought of the towel, I bet!’ 

‘Well, I would. My aunt would make me might}’ 
sickif I lostit.’ 

Tom, did you see that box?’ 

‘Huck, I didn’t wait to look around. I didn’t see 
the box, I didn’t see the cross. I didn’t see anything 
’but a bottl'’ a-'d a tin cup on the floor by Injun Joe; 
yes, and i caw t^\'o barrels and lots more bottles in 
the room. Don’t you see, now, what’s the matter 
with that ha’nted room ?’ 

‘How?’ 

'Why, it’s ha’nted with whisky! Maybe all the 
Temperance Taverns have got a ha’nted room, hey, 
Huck ?’ 

‘Well, I reckon maybe that’s so. W^ho’d ’a’ thought 
such a thing? But say, Tom, now’s a mighty good 
time to get that box, if Injun Joe’s drank.’ 

‘It is that! You try it!’ 

Huck shuddered. 

‘Well, no - I reckon not.’ 

‘And I reckon not, Huck. Only one bottle alon^cide 
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of Injun Jde ain’t enough. If there’d been three, he’d 
be drunk enough and I’d do it.’ 

There was a long pause for reflection, and then 
Tom said: 

‘Lookj'here, Huck, Ic’s not try that thing any 
more till we know Injun Joe’s not in there. It’s too 
scary. Now, if we watch every night, we’ll be dead 
sure to see him go out, some time or other, and then 
we’ll snatch that box quicker’n lightning.’ 

‘Well, I’m agreed. I’ll watch the whole night long, 
and I’ll do it every night, too, if you’ll do the other 
part of tlie job.’ 

‘All right, I will. All you got to do is to trot up 
Hooper Street a block and meow - and if I’m asleep, 
you throw some gravel at the window and that’ll 
fetch me.’ 

‘Agreed, and good as wheat !’ 

The first thing Tom heard on Friday morning* was 
a glad piece of news - Judge Thatcher’s family had 
come back to town the night before. Both Injun Joe 
and the treasure sank into secondary importance for 
a moment, and Becky took the chief place in the boy’s 
interest. He saw her, and they had an exhausting 
good time plajdng ‘hi-spy’ and ‘gully-keeper’ with 
a crowd of their schoolmates. The day was completed 
and crowned in a peculiarly satisfactory way : Becky 
teased her mother to appoint the next day for the 
long-promised and long-delayed picnic, and she 
consented. The child’s delight was boundless; and 
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Tom’s not more moderate. The invitatiofls were sent 
out before sunset, and straightaway the young folks 
of the village were thrown into a fever of preparation 
and pleasurable anticipation. Tom’s excitement en- 
abled him to keep awake until a pretty late hour, and 
he had good hopes of hearing Huck’s ‘meow’, and of 
having his treasure to astonish Becky and the 
picnltkers with, next day; but he was disappointed. 
No signal came that night. 

Morning came, eventually, and by ten or eleven 
o’clock a giddy and rollicking company were gathered 
at Judge Thatcher’s, and everything w'as ready for a 
star*, was not the custom for elderly people to mar 
picnics wiili their presence. The children were con- 
sidered safe enough under the wings of a few young 
ladies of eighteen and a few young gentlemen of 
twenty-til. ce or thereabouts. The old steam-ferry-boat 
was chartered for the occasion; presently the gay 
threng filed up the main street laden with provision- 
baskets. The last thing Mis Thatcher said to Becky 
was: 

‘You’ll not get back till late. Perhaps you’d better 
stay all night with some of the girls that live near the 
ferry landing, child.’ 

‘Then I’ll stay with Suzy Harper, Mamma.’ 

‘Very well. And mind and behave yourself and 
don’t be any trouble.’ 

Presently, as they tripped along, Tom said to 
Becky : 

‘Say, I’ll tell you w'hat w'e’ll do. ’Stead of goi-..g to 

229 



THE TREASURE IN THE CAVE 

Joe Harper’s we’ll climb right up the hill and stop at 
the Widow Douglas’s. She’ll have ice-cream! She has 
it ’most every day - dead loads of it. And she’ll be 
awful glad to have us.’ 

‘Oh, that will be fun!’ 

Then Becky reflected a moment and said: 

‘But what will Mamma say ?’ 

‘How’ll she ever know ?’ 

The girl turned the idea over in her mind, arid said 
reluctantly : 

‘I reckon it’s wrong - but — ’ 

‘But shucks! Your mother won’t know, and so 
what’s the harm ? All she wants is that you’ll be safe ; 
and I bet you she’d ’a’ said go there if she’d ’a’ 
thought of it. I know she would!’ 

The Widow Douglas’s splendid hospitality was a 
tempting bait. It and Tom’s persuasions presently 
carried the day. So it was decided to say nothing to 
anybody about the night’s programme. Presently it 
occurred to Tom that maybe Huck might come tliis 
very night and give the signal. The thought took a 
deal of the spirit out of his anticipations. Still he 
could not bear to give up the fun at Widow Douglas’s. 
And why should he give it up, he reasoned - the 
signal did not come the night before, so why should 
it be any more likely to come tonight ? The sure fun 
of the evening outweighed the uncertain treasure; 
and boy-like, he determined to yield to the stronger 
inclination and not allow himself to think of the box 
of money another time that day. 
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Three miles below town the ferryboat'stopped at 
the mouth of a woody hollow and tied up. The crowd 
swanned ashore and soon the forest distances and 
craggy heights echoed far and near with shoutings 
and laughter. All the different ways of getting hot 
and tired were gone through wdth, and by and by the 
rovers straggled back to camp fortified with responsible 
appetites, and then the destruction of the good things 
began. After the feast there was a refreshing season 
of rest and chat in the shade of spreading oaks. By 
and by somebody shouted ; 

‘Who’s ready for the cave?’ 

E"^i; body w’as. Bundles of candles were procured, 
and straight -way there was a general scamper up the 
hill. The mouth of the cave was up the hillside - an 
‘opening sbtp.d like a letter A. Its massive oaken 
door stood unbarred. Within was a small chamber, 
chilly as an icehouse, and walled by Nature vith solid 
limestone that was devy with a cold sweat. It was 
romantic and mysterious to stand here in the deep 
gloom and look out upon the green valley shining in 
the sun. But the impressiveness of the situation 
quickly wore off, and the romping began again. The 
moment a candle was lighted there was a general rush 
upon the owmer of it; a struggle and a gallant defence 
followed, but the candle was soon knocked do\m or 
blown out, and then there was a glad clamour of 
laughter and a new chase. But all things have an end. 
By and by the procession went filing down the steep 
descent of the main avenue, the flickering raniv of 
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lights dimljr revealing the lofty walls of rock almost to 
their point of junction sixty feet overhead. This main 
avenue was not more than eight or ten feet wide. 
Every few steps other lofty and still narrower crevices 
branched from it on either hand - for McDougal’s 
cave was but a vast labyrinth of crooked aisles that 
ran into each other and out again and led nowhere. 
It was said that one might wander days and flights 
together through its intricate tangle of rifts and 
chasms, and never find the end of the cavej and that 
he might go down and down, and still down, into the 
earth, and it was just the same - labyrinth, under- 
neath labyrinth, and no end to any of them. No man 
‘knew’ the cave. That was an impossible thing. Most 
of the yotmg men knew a portion of it, and it was not 
customary to venture much beyond this knovm 
portion. Tom Saw>'er knew as much of the cave as 
anyone. 

The procession moved along the main avenue some 
three-quarters of a mile, and then groups and 
couples began to slip aside into branch avenues, fly 
along the dismal corridors, and take each other by 
surprise at points where the corridors joined again. 
Parties were able to elude each other for the space of 
half an hour without going beyond the ‘known’ 
ground. 

By and by, one group after another came straggling 
back to the mouth of the cave, panting, hilarious, 
smeared from head to foot with tallow drippings, 
daubed with clay, and entirely delighted with the 
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success of the day. Then they were astonished to 
find that they had been taking no note of time and 
that night was about at hand. The clanging bell had 
been calling for half an hour. However, this sort of 
close to the day’s adventures was romantic and there- 
fore satisfactory. When the ferryboat with her wild 
freight pushed into the stream, nobody cared six- 
pence for the wasted time but the captain of the 
craft. 

Huck was already upon his watch when the ferry- 
boat’s lights went glinting past the wharf. He heard 
no noise on board, for the young people were as 
subdued and still as people usually are who are nearly 
tired to death. He wondered what boat it was, and 
why she did not stop at the wharf - and then he 
dropped b''r out of his mind and put his attention 
upon his business. The night w'as growing cloudy 
and dark. Ten o’clock came, and the noise of vehicles 
cea*ed, scattered lights began to wink out, all 
straggling foot-passengers .disappeared, the village 
betook itself to its slumbers and left the small 
watcher alone with the silence and the ghosts. Eleven 
o’clock came, and the tavern lights were put out; 
darkness everywhere, now. Huck waited what seemed 
a weary long time, but nothing happened. His faith 
was weakening. Was there any use ? \X’as there really 
any use ? Why not give it up and turn in ? 

A noise fell upon his ear. He w’as all attention in an 
instant. The alley door closed softly. He sprang to the 
corner of the brick store. The next moment twe .uen 
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brushed by^him, and one seemed to have something 
under his arm. It must be that box! So they were 
going to remove the treasure. Why call Tom now? 
It would be absurd - the men would get away with 
the box and never be found again. No, he would 
stick to their wake and follow them; he would trust 
to the darkness for security from discovery. So 
communing with himself, Huck stepped ouf and 
glided along behind the men, catlike, with bate feet, 
allowing them to keep just far enough ahead not to be 
invisible. 

They moved up the river street three blocks, then 
turned to the left up a cross-street. They w'ent straight 
ahead, then, until they came to the path that led up 
Cardiff Hill ; this they took. They plunged into the 
narrow’ path between the tall sumach bushes, and 
were at once hidden in the gloom. Huck closed up and 
shortened Iiis distance, now, for they would never 
be able to see him. He trotted along awiiilc; then 
slackened his pace, fearing he was gaining too fast; 
moved on a piece, then stopped altogether ; listened ; 
no sound; none, save that he seemed to hear the 
beating of his own heart. The hooting of an owl came 
from over the hill - ominous sound 1 But no footsteps. 
Heavens, was everything lost! He w’as about to 
spring w’ith winged feet, when a man cleared his 
throat not four feet from him I Huck’s heart shot into 
his throat, but he swallow'ed it again; and then he 
stood there shaking as if a dozen agues had taken 
charge of him at once, and so w'cak that he thought he 
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must surely fall to the ground. He kne\V* where he 
was. He knew he was within five steps of the stile 
leading into Widow Douglas’s grounds. Very well, 
he thought, let them bury it there; it won’t be hard 
to find. 

Now there was a voice - a very low voice - Injun 
Joe’s : 

"M.iyhc she’s got company - there’s lights, late as 
it is.’ 

‘I can’t sec any.’ 

‘Because the bush is in your way. Now - this way - 
now you see, don’t you ?’ 

‘Y'’ . Well, there is company there, I reckon. 
Better give it up.’ 

‘Give it up, and I just leaving tliis country forever ! 
’Give it up and maybe never ha\ c another chance. I 
tell you ag .m, as I’ve told you before, I don’t care 
for her swag - you may have it. But her husband was 
rough on me - many times he was rough on me - and 
mainly he was the justice of the peace that jugged me 
for a vagrant. And that ain’t all. It ain’t a millionth 
part of it! He had me horsc:vhipped\ - horsewhipped 
in front of the gaol - with all the town looking on ! 
Horsewhipped I - do you understand?'* He took 
advantage of me and died. But I’ll take it out of 
her.'" 

‘Oh, don’t kill her! Don’t do that!’ 

‘Kill ? Who said any tiling about killing ? I would 
kill him if he was here ; but not her. When you want 
to get revenge on a woman you don’t kill her - b-' h ! 
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you go for'her looks. You slit her nostrils - you notch 
her ears like a sow’s !’ 

‘By God, that’s — ’ 

‘Keep your opinion to yourself! It will be safest 
for you* I’ll tie her to the bed. If she bleeds to death, 
is that my fault ? I’ll not cry, if she does. My friend, 
you’ll help in this thing - for my sake - that’s why 
you’re here - I mightn’t be able alone. If you dinch, 
I’ll kill you. Do you understand that ? And if I have 
to kill you. I’ll kill her - and then I reckon nobody’ll 
ever know much about who done this business.’ 

‘Well, if that’s got to be done, let’s get at it. The 
quicker the better - I’m all in a shiver.’ 

‘Do it now ? And company there ? Look here - I’ll 
get suspicious of you, first thing you know. No - 
we’ll wait till the lights are out - there’s no hurry.’ 

Huck felt that a silence was going to ensue - a 
thing still more awful than any amount of murderous 
talk; so he held his breath and stepped gingerly 
back; planted his foot carefully and firmly, after 
balancing, one-legged, in a precarious way and almost 
toppling over, first on one side and then on the other. 
He took another step back, with the same elaboration 
and the same risks; then another and another, and - 
a twig snapped under his foot! His breath stopped 
and he listened. There was no sound - the stillness 
was perfect. His gratitude was measureless. Now he 
turned in his tracks, between the walls of sumach 
bushes - turned himself as carefully as if he were a 
ship - and then stepped quickly but cautiously along. 
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When he emerged at the quarrj^ he felt secure, and so 
he picked up his nimble heels and flew. Down, down 
he sped, till he reached the Welshman’s. He banged 
at the door, and presently the heads of the old 
man and his two stalwart sons were thrust from 
v/indows. 

‘What’s the row there ? Who’s banging ? W’hat do 
you v^ant?’ 

‘Let me in - quick! I’ll tell everything.’ 

‘Why, who are you ?’ 

‘Huckleberry Finn - quick let me in I’ 

‘Flucklcbcrry Finn, indeed ! It ain’t a name to open 
man’ J'^ors, I judge! But let him in, lads, and let’s 
see what’s the trouble.’ 

‘Please don’t ever tell I told you,’ were Huck's 
‘first words ’A’hen he got in. ‘Please don’t - I’d be 
killed, sui' but the widow’s been good friends to me 
sometimes, and I want to tell - I zdll tell if you’ll 
promise you won’t ever say it was me.’ 

‘By George, he has got something to tell, or he 
wouldn’t act so!’ exclaimed the old man; ‘out with it 
and nobody here’ll ever tell, lad.’ 

Three minutes later the old man and his sons, well 
armed, were up the hill, and just entering the sumach 
path on tiptoe, their weapons in their hands. Huck 
accompanied them no farther. He hid behind a great 
boulder and fell to listening. There was a lagging, 
anxious silence, and then all of a sudden there was an 
explosion of firearms and a cry. 

Huck waited for no particulars. He sprang vay 

237 



THE TREASURE IN THE CAVE 

and sped down the hill as fast as his legs could carry 
him. 

As the earliest suspicion of dawn appeared on 
Sunday morning, Huck came groping up the hill and 
rapped gently at the old Welshman’s door. The 
inmates were asleep, but it was a sleep that was set 
on a hair-trigger, on account of the exciting e|)isodc 
of the night. A call came from a window; 

‘Who’s there!’ 

Huck’s scared voice answered in a low tone : 

‘Please let me in I It’s only Huck Finn I’ 

‘It’s a name that can open tliis door night or day, 
lad ! - and welcome 1’ 

These were strange words to the vagabond boy’s 
ears, and the pleasantest he had ever heard. He could 
not recollect that the closing word had ever been 
applied in his case before. The door was quickly 
unlocked, and he entered. Fluck was given a seapand 
the old man and liis brace of tall sons speedily 
dressed themselves. 

‘Now, my boy, I hope you’re good and hungr>', 
because breakfast will be ready as soon as the sun’s 
up, and we’ll have a piping hot one, too - make 
yourself easy about that 1 1 and the boys hoped you’d 
turn up and stop here last night.’ 

‘I was awdul scared,’ said Huck, ‘and I run. I took 
out when the pistols went off, and I didn’t stop tor 
three mile. I’ve come now bccuz I wanted to know 
about it, you know; and I come before daylight 
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becuz I didn’t want to run acrost them de^vils, even 
if they was dead.’ 

‘Well, poor chap, you do look as if you’d had a 
hard night of it - but there’s a bed here for you when 
you’ve had your breakfast. No, they ain’t dead, lad - 
we are sorry enough for that. You see we knew right 
where to put our hands on them, by your description ; 
so we trept along on tiptoe till we got within fifteen 
feet of them - dark as a cellar that sumach path was - 
and just then I was going to sneeze. It was the meanest 
kind of luck ! I tried to keep it back, but no use - 
’twas bound to come, and it did come ! I w’as in the 
lead with my pistol raised, and w'hen the sneeze 
ctarteU those scoundrels a-mstlirg to get out of the 
path, I sung out, “Fire, boys !” and blazed aw^ay at the 
place where the rustling was. So did the boys. But 
they w'c»- oii in a jiffy, those villains, and we after 
them, dowm through the woods. I judge we never 
touched them. They fired a shot apiece as they 
started, but their bullets whizzed by and didn't do 
us any harm. As soon as wc lost the sound of their 
feet w'e quit chasing, and w'cnt down and stirred up 
the constables. They got a posse together, and went 
off to guard the river-bank, and as soon as it is light 
the sheriff and a gang arc going to beat up the woods. 
My boys wall be with them presently. I wish we had 
some sort of description of those rascals - ’twould 
help a good deal. But you couldn’t see what they were 
like, in the dark, lad, I suppose ?’ 

‘Oh, yes, I saw’ them dow’n-town and follered them.’ 
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‘Splendid! Describe them - describe them, my 
boyl’ 

‘One’s the old deaf and dumb Spaniard that’s ben 
around here once or twice, and t’other’s a mean- 
looking, ragged — ’ 

‘That’s enough, lad, we know the men I Happened 
on them in the woods back of the widow’s one day, 
and they slunk away. Off with you, boys, afid tell 
the sheriff - get your breakfast tomorrow morning I’ 

The Welshman’s sons departed at once. As they 
were leaving the room Huck sprang up and ex- 
claimed : 

‘Oh, please don’t tell anybody it was me that 
blowed on them I Oh, please 1’ 

‘All right if you say it, Huck, but you ought to 
have the credit of what you did.’ 

‘Oh, no, no! Please don’t tell!’ 

W’hen the young men were gone, the old Welsh- 
man said ; 

‘They won’t tell - and I won’t. But why don’t you 
want it known ?’ 

Huck would not explain, further than to say that 
he already knew too much about one of those men 
and would not have the man know that he knew any- 
thing against him for the whole world - he would be 
killed for knowing it, sure. 

The old man promised secrecy once more, and 
said: 

‘How did you come to follow these fellows, lad ? 
W'ere they looking suspicious ?’ 
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Huck was silent while he framed a duly cautious 
reply. Then he said : 

‘Well, you see. I’m a kind of a hard lot - least 
everybody says so, and I don’t sec nothing agin it - 
and sometimes I can’t sleep much on accounts of 
thinking about it and sort of trying to strike out a new 
way of doing. That was the way of it last night. I 
couldh’t sleep, and so I come along up street ’bout 
midnight, a-turning it all over, and when I got to 
that old shackly brick store by the Temperance 
Tavern, I backed up again’ the wall to have another 
think. Well, just then along comes these two chaps 
slipning along close by me, with somctliing under 
their arm and I reckoned they’d stole it. One was 
a-smoking, and t’other one wanted a light; so they 
stopped right before me and the cigars lit up their 
faces ar ■ 1 sec that the big one was the deaf and 
dumb Spaniard, by his white whiskers and the patch 
on 4iis eye, and t’other one was a rusty, ragged- 
looking devil.’ 

‘Could you sec the rags by the light of the 
cigars ?’ 

This staggered Huck for a moment. Then he said : 

‘Well, I don’t know - but somehow it seems as if 
I did.’ 

‘Then they went on, and you — ’ 

‘Follered ’em - yes. That was it. I wanted to see 
what was up - they oucaked along so. I dogged ’em 
to the widder’s stile, and stood in the dark and heard 
the ragged one beg for the widder, and the Sp niard 
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swear he’d spile her looks just as I told you and your 
two — ’ 

‘What ! The deaf and dumb man said all that !’ 

Huck had made another terrible mistake ! He was 
trying V his best to keep the old man from getting the 
faintest hint of who the Spaniard might be, and yet 
his tongue seemed determined to get him into trouble 
in spile of all he could do. He made several efforts to 
creep out of his scrape, but the old man’s eye was 
upon him and he made blunder after blunder. 
Piesently the Welshman said: 

‘My boy, don’t be afraid of me. I wouldn’t hurt a 
hair of your head for all the world. No - I’d protect 
you - I’d protect you. This Spaniard is not deaf and 
dumb ; you’ve let that slip without intending it ; you 
can’t cover that up now. You know something about 
that Spaniard that you want to keep dark. Now trust 
me - tell me what it is, and trust me - I won’t 
betray you.’ 

Huck looked into the old man’s honest eyes a 
moment, then bent over and whispered in his ear : 

‘ ’Tain’t a Spaniard - it’s Injun Joe!’ 

The Welshman almost jumped out of his chair. 
In a moment he said : 

‘It’s all plain enough, now'. When you talked about 
notching ears and slitting noses I judged that that was 
your own embellishment, because white men don’t 
take that sort of revenge. But an Injun! That’s a 
different matter altogether.’ 

During breakfast the talk went on, and in the 
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course of it the old man said that the last thing which 
he and his sons had done, before going to bed, was 
to get a lantern and examine the stile and its vicinity 
for marks of blood. They found none, but captured a 
bulky bundle of — 

‘Of WHAT ?’ 

If the words had been lightning they could not 
have fcaped with a more stunning suddenness from 
Huck’s blanched lips. His eyes were staring wide, 
now, and his breath suspended - waiting for the 
answer. The Welshman started - stared in return - 
three seconds - five seconds - ten - then replied : 
burglar’s tools. Why, what’s the matter with 

you ?’ 

Huck sank back, panting gently, but deeply, un- 
utjerably grateful. The Welshman eyed him gra\-cly5 
curious!^ - and presently said : 

‘Yes, burglar’s tools. That appears to relieve you a 
good deal. But what did give you that turn ? \X’hat 
were yen expecting we’d found ?’ 

Huck was in a close place - the inquiring eye was 
upon him - he would have given anything for material 
for a plausible answer - nothing suggested itself - the 
inquiring eye was boring deeper and deeper - a 
senseless reply olTercd - there was no time to weigh it, 
so at a venture he uttered it - feebly : 

‘Sunday-school books, maybe.’ 

Poor Huck w’as too distressed to smile, but the old 
man laughed loud and joyously, shook up the details 
of his anatomy from head to foot, and ended by ' J>ing 
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thai Mivh a laugh was money in a man’s pocket be 
cause It cut dowu the devto-’s bills hke c^•crvthina 
rhen he added ; ’ 

‘Poor old chap, you’re white and jaded - you ain’t 
well a bit - no wonder you’re a little flighty and off 
your balance. But you’ll come out of it. Rest anu 
sleep will fetch you out all right, I hope.’ 

Huck was irritated to think he had been s'uch a 
goose and betrayed such a suspicious cxcitcmcpi, for 
he had dropped the idea that the parcel brought from 
the tavern was the treasure, as soon as he had heard 
the talk at the widow’s stile. He had only thought it 
was not the treasure, however - he had not known 
that it w'asn’t - and so the suggestion of a captured 
bundle w’as too much for his self-possession. But on 
the whole he felt glad the little episode had happened, 
for now he knew beyond all question that that bundle 
was not the bundle, and so his mind w'as at rest and 
exceedingly comfortable. In fact, everything setfmed 
to be- drifting )ust in the right direction, now; the 
treasure must be still in No. 2, the men would be 
captured and gaoled that day, and he and Tom could 
seize the gold that night without any trouble or any 
fear of interruption. 

Just as breakfast was completed there was a knock 
at the door. Huck jumped for a hiding-place, lor he 
had no mind to be connected even remotely with the 
late event. The Welshman admitted several ladies 
and gentlemen, among them the Widow Douglas, 
and noticed that groups of citizens were climbing up 
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the hill - to stare at the stile. So the news*had spread 

The Welshman had to tell the story of the night to 
the visitors. The widow’s gratitude for her preserva- 
tion was outspoken. 

‘Don’t say a word about it, madam. There’s another 
that you’re more beholden to than you are to me and 
my boys, maybe, but he don’t allow me to tell his 
nam2. We wouldn’t have been there but for him.’ 

Of course tliis excited a curiosity so vast that it 
almost belittled the main matter - but the W’elshman 
allowed it to cat into the vitals of his visitors, and 
through them be transmitted to the whole town, for 
Iw i -fused to part with his secret. W’hen all else had 
been Icaiiicd, the widow said: 

‘I went to sleep reading in bed and slept straight 
through 'll' that noise. Wdiy didn't you come and 
wake n ‘ 

‘We judged it warn’t worth while. Those fellows 
wafn’t likely to come again - they hadn’t any tools 
left to work with, and what was the use of waking you 
up and scaring you to death ? My three Negro men 
stood guard at your house all the rest of the night. 
They’ve just come back.’ 

More visitors came, and the story had to be told 
and retold for a couple or hours more. 

There was no Sabbath-school during day-school 
vacation, but everybody w'as early at church. The 
stirring event was well canvassed. News came that 
not a sign of the uvo villains had been yet discovered. 
When the sermon was fiirishcd. Judge Th;’ :hcr’s 
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wife dropped alongside of Mrs Harper as she moved 
down the aisle with the crowd and said : 

‘Is my Becky going to sleep all day ? I just expected 
she w’ould be tired to death.’ 

‘YourBecky?’ 

‘Yes,’ with a startled look - ‘didn’t she stay with 
you last night ?’ 

‘Why, no.’ 

Mrs Thatcher turned pale, and sank into a pew, 
just as Aunt Polly, talking briskly with a friend, 
passed by. Aunt Polly said : 

‘Good morning, Mrs Thatcher. Good morning, 
Mrs Harper. I’ve got a boy that’s ttirned up missing. 
I reckon my Tom stayed at your house last night - 
one of you. And now he’s afraid to come to church. 
I’ve got to settle with him.’ 

Mrs Thatcher shook her head feebly and turned 
paler than ever. 

‘He didn’t stay with us,’ said Mrs Harper, beginiling 
to look tmeasy. A marked anxiety came into Aunt 
Polly’s face. 

‘Joe Harper, have you seen my Tom this morning ?’ 

‘No’m.’ 

‘When did you see him last ?’ 

Joe tried to remember, but was not sure he could 
say. The people had stopped moving out of church. 
Whispers passed along, and a boding uneasiness took 
possession of every countenance. Children were 
anxiously questioned, and young teachers. They all 
said they had not noticed whether Tom and Becky 
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were on board the ferryboat on the homeward trip; 
it was dark; no one thought of inquiring if anyone 
was missing. One young man finally blurted out his 
fear that they were still in the cave! Mrs Thatcher 
swooned away. Aunt Polly fell to crying and wringing 
her hands. 

The alarm s'vcpt from lip to lip, from group to 
group* from street to street, and within five minutes 
the bells were wildly clanging and the whole town was 
up! The Cardiff Hill episode sank into instant 
insignificance, the burglars were forgotten, horses 
were saddled, skiffs were manned, the fcriy'boat 
ordwicvl out, and before the horror was half an hour 
old two hundred men w’cre pouring down highroad 
and river towards the cave. 

All the long afternoon the village seemed empty 
and deau. Many women visited Aunt Polly and Mrs 
Thatcher and tried to comfort them. They cried 
witlf them, too, and that was still better than words. 
All the tedious night the town wailed for news; but 
when tlie morning dawned at last, all the word that 
came was, ‘Send more candles - and send food.’ Mrs 
Thatcher was almost crazed; and Aunt Polly, also. 
Judge Thatcher sent messages of hope and en- 
couragement from the cave, but they conveyed no 
real cheer. 

The old Welslrman came home towards daylight, 
spattered with candle-grease, smeared witli clay, and 
almost worn out. He found Huck still in the bed that 
had been provided for him, and delirious with ever. 
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The phj^sicians were all at the cave, so the Widow 
Douglas came and took charge of the patient. She 
said she would do her best by him, because, whether 
he w^s good, bad, or indifferent, he was the Lord’s, 
and nothing that was the Lord’s was a thing to be 
neglected. The Welshman said Huck had good spots 
in him, and the widow said : 

‘You can depend on it. That’s the Lord’s ‘mark. 
He don’t leave it off. He never does. Puts it some- 
where on every creature that comes from His hands.’ 

Early in the forenoon parties of jaded men began to 
straggle into the village, but the strongest of the 
citizens continued searching. All the news that could 
be gained was that remotenesses of the cavern were 
being ransacked that had never been visited before; 
that every corner and crevice was going to be 
thoroughly searched; that wherever one wandered 
through the maze of passages, lights were to be seen 
flitting hither and thither in the distance, and shout- 
ings and pistol-shots sent their hollow reverberations 
to the ear down the sombre aisles. In one place, far 
from the section usually traversed by tourists, the 
names ‘Becky & Tom’ had been found traced upon 
the rocky wall with candlesmoke, and near at hand a 
grease-soiled bit of ribbon. Mrs Thatcher recognized 
the ribbon and cried over it. She said it was the last 
relic she should ever have of her child; and that no 
other memorial of her could ever be so precious, 
because this one parted latest from the living body 
before the awful death came. Some said that now and 
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then, in the cave, a faraway speck of Kght would 
glimmer, and then a glorious shout would burst forth 
and a score of men go trooping down the echoing 
aisle - and then a sickening disappointment always 
followed; the children were not there; it was only a 
searcher’s light. 

Three dreadful days and nights dragged their 
tedidlis hours along, and the village sank into a 
hopeless stupor. No one had heart for anything. 

Now to return to Tom and Becky’s share in the 
picnic. They tripped along the murky aisles with the 
icsi of the company, visiting the familiar wonders 
of the cave - wonders dubbed with rather over- 
descriptive names, such as ‘The Drawing-Room’, 
‘The Cathedral’, ‘Aladdin’s Palace’, and so on. 
^reseiitiy the hide-and-seek frolicking began, and 
Tom and Becky engaged in it with zeal until the 
exesrtion began to grow a trifle wearisome ; then they 
wandered down a sinuous avenue holding their 
candles aloft and reading the tangled web-work of 
names, dates, post-office addresses, and mottoes with 
which the rocky walls had been frescoed (in candle- 
smoke). Still drifting along and talking, they scarcely 
noticed that they were now in a part of the cave whose 
walls were not frescoed. They smoked their own 
names under an overhanging shelf and moved on. 
Presently they came to a place where a little stream 
of water, trickling over a ledge and carrying a lime- 
stone sediment with it, had, in the slow- ragging 
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ages, formecl a laced and ruffled Niagara in gleaming 
and imperishable stone. Tom squeezed his small 
body behind it in order to illuminate it for Becky’s 
gratification. He found that it curtained a sort of 
steep* natural stairway which was enclosed between 
narrow walls, and at once the ambition to be a 
discoverer seized liim. Becky responded to his call, 
and they made a smoke-mark for future guidance, 
and started upon their quest. They wound this 
way and that, far down into the secret depths of the 
cave, made another mark, and branched off in search 
of novelties to tell the upper world about. In one place 
they found a spacious cavern, from whose ceiling 
depended a multitude of shining stalactites of the 
length and circumference of a man’s leg; they walked 
all about it, wondering and admiring, and presently 
left it by one of the numerous passages that opened 
into it. This shortly brought them to a bewitcliing 
spring, whose basin was encrusted with a frostwtirk 
of glittering cr>'stals ; it was in the midst of a cavern 
whose walls were supported by many fantastic pillars 
which had been formed by the joining of great 
stalactites and stalagmites together, the result of the 
ceaseless water-drip of centuries. Under the roof 
vast knots of bats had packed themselves together, 
thousands in a bunch; the lights disturbed the 
creatures, and they came flocking down by hundreds, 
squeaking and darting furiously at the candles. Tom 
knew their ways and the danger of this sort of 
conduct. He seized Becky’s hand and hurried her 
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into the first corridor that offered; and nonb too soon, 
for a bat struck Becky’s light out with its wing while 
she was passing out of the cavern. The bats chased 
the children a good distance; but the fugitives 
plunged into every new passage that offered, and at 
last got rid of the perilous things. Tom found a 
subterranean lake, shortly, which stretched its dim 
length* away until its shape was lost in the shadow’s. 
He wanted to explore its borders, but concluded that 
it would be best to sit down and rest aw’hile first. 
Now, for the first time, the deep stillness of the place 
laid a clammy hand upon the spirits of the children, 
liccivy said ' 

‘Why, I didn’t notice, but it seems ever so long 
since I heard of any of the others.’ 

JCom to think, Becky, w'e are aw'ay down below 
them - and I don’t know how far aw’ay north, or 
soyth, or east, or whichever it is. We couldn’t hear 
thent here.’ 

Becky grew apprehensive. 

‘I wonder how long we’ve been down here, Tom. 
We better start back.’ 

‘Yes, I reckon w^e better. P’raps we better.’ 

‘Can you find the w’ay, Tom ? It’s all a mixed-up 
crookedness to me.’ 

‘I reckon I could find it - but then the bats. If 
they put both our c.'mdles out it w’ill be an awtul fix. 
Let’s try some other way, so as not to go through 
there.’ 

‘Well. But I hope we won’t get lost. It would be 
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SO awful!** and the girl shuddered at the thought of 
the dreadful possibilities. 

They started through a corridor, and traversed it in 
silence a long way, glancing at each new opening to 
see If there was anything familiar about the look of it; 
but they were all strange. Every time Tom made an 
examination, Becky would watch his face for an 
encouraging sign, and he would say cheerily:' 

‘Oh, it’s all right. This ain’t the one, but we’ll 
come to it right away 1’ 

But he felt less and less hopeful with each failure, 
and presently began to turn off into diverging avenues 
at sheer random, in desperate hope of finding the one 
that was wanted. He still said it was ‘all right’, but 
there was such a leaden dread at his heart that the 
words had lost their ring and sounded just as if he 
had said, ‘All is lost !’ Becky clung to his side in an 
anguish of fear, and tried hard to keep back the te^rs, 
but they would come. At last she said : 

‘Oh, Tom, never mind the bats, let’s go back that 
way I We seem to get worse and worse off all the time.’ 

Tom stopped. 

‘Listen!’ said he. 

Profound silence; silence so deep that even their 
breathings were conspicuous in the hush. Tom 
shouted. The call went echoing down the empty 
aisles and died out in the distance in a faint sound 
that resembled a ripple of mocking laughter. 

‘Oh, don’t do it again, Tom, it is too horrid,’ said 
Becky. 
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‘It is horrid, but I better, Becky; they might hear 
us, 3'ou know,’ and he shouted again. 

The ‘might’ was even a chillier horror than the 
ghostly laughter, it so confessed a perisliing hope. 
The children stood still and listened; but there was 
no result. Tom turned upon the back track at once, 
and hurried his steps. It was but a little while before 
a certain indecision in his manner revealed another 
fearful fact to Becky - he could not find his way back ! 

‘Oh, Tom, you didn’t make any marks !’ 

‘Becky, I was such a fool! Such a fool! I never 
thought we might want to come back ! No - I can’t 
find the way. It’s all mixed up.’ 

‘Tom, Tom, we’re lost! we’re lost! We never can 
get out of this awful place! Oh, why did we ever 
leave the others !’ 

She sank to the ground and burst into such a frenzy 
of crying that Tom was appalled with the idea that 
she might die, or lose her reason. He sat down b^ her 
and put his arms around her; she buried her face in 
his bosom, she clung to him, she poured out her 
terrors, her imavailing regrets, and the far echoes 
turned them all to jeering laughter. Tom begged 
her to pluck up hope again, and she said she could 
not. He fell to blaming and abusing himself for 
getting her into this miserable situation; this had a 
better effect. She said she would try to hope again, 
she would get up and follow wherever he might lead 
if only he would not talk like that any more. For he 
was no more to blame than she, she said. 
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So they moved on again - aimlessly -'simply at 
random - all they could do was to move, keep moving. 
For a little while, hope made a show of reviving - not 
with any reason to back it, but only because it is its 
nature to revive when the spring has not been taken 
out of it by age and familiarity with failure. 

By and by Tom took Becky’s candle and blew 
it out.*This economy meant so much ! Words were 
not needed. Becky understood, and her hope died 
again. She knew that Tom had a whole candle 
and three or four pieces in his pockets - yet he must 
economize. 

By aiid by, fatigue began to assert its claims; the 
children tried to pay no attention, for it was dreadful 
to think of sitting down when time was grown to be 
soprec’ us, moving, in some direction, in any direc- 
tion, was at least progress and might bear fruit; but 
to ^it down was to invite death and shorten its 
pursflit. 

At last Becky’s frail limbs refused to carry her 
farther. She sat down. Tom rested with her, and they 
talked of home, and the friends there, and the 
comfortable beds and, above all, the hght! Beckv 
cried, and Tom tried to think of some way of 
comforting her, but all his encouragements were 
grown threadbare with use, and soimded like 
sarcasms. Fatigue bore so heavily upon Becky that 
she drowsed off to sleep. Tom was grateful. He sat 
looking into her drawn face and saw it grow s nooth 
and natural under the influence of pleasant dreams; 
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and by anti by a smile dawned and rested there. The 
peaceful face reflected somewhat of peace and healing 
into his own spirit, and his thoughts wandereji away 
to b^'gone times and dreamy memories. While he was 
deep in his musings, Becky woke up with a breezy 
little laugh - but it was stricken dead upon her lips, 
and a groan followed it. 

‘Oh, how could I sleep ! I wish I never, neVer had 
waked! No! No, I don’t, Tom! Don’t look so! I 
won’t say it again.’ 

‘I’m glad you’ve slept, Becky; you’ll feel rested, 
now, and we’ll find the way out.’ 

‘We can try, Tom; but I’ve seen such a beauti- 
ful country in my dream. I reckon we are going 
there.’ 

‘Maybe not, maybe not. Cheer up, Beck>% and let’s 
go on trying.’ 

They rose up and wandered along, hand in hand 
and hopeless. They tried to estimate how long* they 
had been in the cave, but all they knew was that it 
seemed days and w'ceks, and yet it was plain that this 
could not be, for their candles were not gone yet. A 
long time after this - they could not tell how long - 
Tom said they must go softly and listen for dripping 
water - they must find a spring. They found one 
presently, and Tom said it was time to rest again. 
Both were cruelly tired, yet Becky said she thought 
she could go on a little farther. She was surprised to 
hear Tom dissent. She could not understand it. They 
sat down, and Tom fastened his candle to the wall in 
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front of them with some clay. Thought was Soon busy ; 
nothing was said for some time. Then Becky broke 
the silejice ; 

‘Tom, I am so hungry !’ 

Tom took something out of his pocket. 

‘Do you remember this ?’ said he, 

Becky almost smiled. 

‘ItVour wedding-cake, Tom.’ 

‘Yes - I wish it was as big as a barrel, for it’s all 
we’ve got.’ 

‘I saved it from the picnic for us to dream on, 
Tom, the way grown-up people do with wedding- 
caKC - bat it’ll be our — ’ 

She dropped the sentence where it was. Tom 
divided the cake and Becky ate with good appetite, 
^hile T' m nibbled at his moiety. There was abund- 
ance of cold water to finish the feast with. By and by 
Becky suggested that they move on again. Tom was 
silent a moment. Then he said : 

‘Becky, can you bear it if I tell you something ?’ 

Becky’s face paled, but she thought she could, 

‘Well, then, Beck}^ we must stay here, where 
there’s water to drink. That little piece is our last 
candle !’ 

Becky gave loose to tears and wailings. Tom did 
what he could to comfort her, but with little effect. 
At length Becky said: 

‘Tom!’ 

‘Well, Becky ?’ 

‘They’ll miss us and hunt for us I’ 
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‘Yes, ttey will! Certainly they will!’ 

‘Maybe they’re hunting for us now, Tom.’ 

‘Why, I reckon maybe they are. I hope th^y are.’ 

‘When would they miss us, Tom?’ 

‘When they get back to the boat, I reckon.’ 

‘Tom, it might be dark then - would they notice 
we hadn’t come ?’ 

‘I don’t know. But anyway, your mother *would 
miss you as soon as they got home.’ 

A frightened look in Becky’s face brought Tom to 
his senses and he saw that he had made a blunder. 
Becky was not to have gone home that night! The 
children became silent and thoughtful. In a moment 
a new burst of grief from Becky showed Tom that the 
thing in his mind had struck hers also - that the 
Sabbath morning might be half spent before Mrs 
Thatcher discovered that Becky was not at Mrs 
Harper’s. 

The children fastened their eyes upon their bit of 
candle and watched it melt slowly and pitilessly 
away; saw the half-inch of wick stand alone at last; 
saw the feeble flame rise and fall, climb the thin 
column of smoke, linger at its top a moment, and 
then - the horror of utter darkness reigned ! 

How long afterwards it was that Becky came to a 
slow consciousness that she was crying in Toni’s 
arms, neither could tell. All that they knew was, that 
after what seemed a mighty stretch of time both 
awoke out of a dead stupor of sleep and resumed 
their miseries once more. Tom said it might be 
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Sunday, now - maybe Monday. He tncd to get 
Becky to talk, but her sorrows were too oppressive, 
all hef hopes were gone. Tom said they must have 
been missed long ago, and no doubt the search was 
going on. He would shout and maybe someone would 
come. He tried it; but in the darkness the distant 
echoes sounded so hideously that he tried it no more. 

Thfe hours wasted away, and hunger came to 
torment the captives again. A portion of Tom’s half 
of the cake was left; they divided and ate it. But they 
seemed hungrier than before. The poor morsel of 
food only whetted desire. 

jl> and by Tom said: 

‘ ’5/t ' Did you hear that ?’ 

Both held their breath and listened. There was a 
soimd hive the faintest, far-off shout. Instantly Tom 
answer w a it, and, leading Beck}"^ by the hand, started 
groping down the corridor in its direction. Presently 
he listened again; again the sound was heard, and 
apparently a little nearer. 

‘It’s them!’ said Tom; ‘they’re coming! Come 
along, Becky - we’re all right now!’ 

The joy of the prisoners was almost overwhelming. 
Their speed was slow, however, because pitfalls 
were somewhat common, and had to be guarded 
against. They shortly came to one and had to stop. 
It might be three feet deep, it might be a hundred 
- there was no passing it, at any rate. Tom got down 
on his breast and reached as far dowm as he could. 
No bottom. They must stay there and wait n til the 
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searchers onme. They listened; evidently the distant 
shoutings were growing more distant! a moment or 
two more and they had gone altogether. The heart- 
sinking misery of it! Tom whooped until he was 
hoarsb, but it was of no use. He talked hopefully to 
Becky; but an age of anxious waiting passed and no 
sounds came again. 

The children groped their way back to the spring. 
The weary time dragged on; they slept again, and 
awoke famished and woe-stricken. Tom believed it 
must be Tuesday by this time. 

Now an idea struck him. There were some side 
passages near at hand. It would be better to explore 
some of these than bear the weight of the heavy 
time in idleness. He took a kiteline from his pocket, 
tied it to a projection, and he and Becky started, Tom 
in the lead, unwinding the line as he groped along. 
At the end of twenty steps the corridor ended in a 
‘jumping-off place’. Tom got down on his knccs^and 
felt below, and then as far around the corner as he 
could reach with his hands conveniently; he made 
an effort to stretch yet a little farther to the right, 
and at that moment, not twenty yards away, a human 
hand, holding a candle, appeared from behind a rock I 
Tom lifted up a glorious shout, and instantly that 
hand was followed by the body it belonged to - 
Injun Joe’s ! Tom was paralysed ; he could not move. 
He was vastly gratified the next moment to see the 
‘Spaniard’ ttdte to his heels and get himself out of 
sight. Tom was careful to keep from Becky what it 
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was he had seen. He told her he had only shouted 
‘for luck*. 

But hunger and wretchedness rise superior to fears 
in the long run. Another tedious wait at the spring 
and another long sleep brought changes. The children 
awoke tortured with a raging hunger. Tom believed 
that it must be Wednesday or Thursday or even 
Friday or Saturday, now, and that the search had 
been given over. He proposed to explore another 
passage. He felt willing to risk Injun Joe and all other 
terrocs. But Becky was very weak. She had sunk into 
a dreary apathy and would not be roused. She said 
sue would wait, now, where she was, and die - it 
would not be long. She told Tom to go with the 
kite-line and explore if he chose ; but she implored 
Kipi to f ime back every little while and speak to her ; 
and she made him promise that when the awful 
tinje came, he would stay by her and hold her hand 
until*all was over. 

Tom kissed her, with a choking sensation in his 
throat, and made a show of being confident of finding 
the searchers or an escape from the cave; then he took 
the kite-line in his hand and went groping down one 
of the passages on his hands and knees, distressed 
with hunger and sick with bodings of coming doom. 

Tuesday afternoon came, and waned to the twi- 
light. The village of St Petersburg still mourned. 
The lost cliildren had not been found. Public prayers 
had been offered up for them, and many and uiany a 
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private pAyer that had the petitioner’s whole heart 
in it; but still no good news came from the cave. The 
majority of the searchers had given up the quest and 
gone back to their daily vocations, saying that it was 
plain the children could never be found, Mrs Thatcher 
was very ill, and a great part of the time delirious. 
People said it was heartbreaking to hear her call her 
child, and raise her head and listen a whole mihutc at 
a time, then lay it wearily down again with a moan. 
Aunt Polly had drooped into a settled melancholy, 
and her grey hair had grown almost white.. The 
village W'ent to its rest on Tuesday night, sad and 
forlorn. 

Away in the middle of the night a wild peal burst 
from the village bells, and in a moment the streets 
were swarming with frantic half-clad people, who 
shouted, ‘Turn out! turn out! they’re found! they’re 
found!’ Tin pans and horns were added to the c|in, 
the population massed itself and moved towards the 
river, met the children coming in an open carriage 
drawn by shouting citizens, thronged around it, 
joined its homeward march, and swept magnificently 
up the main street roaring huzzah after huzzah ! 

The village was illuminated ; nobody went to bed 
again; it was the greatest night the little town had 
ever seen. During the first half-hour a procession ot 
villagers filed through Judge Thatcher’s house, seized 
the saved ones and kissed them, squeezed Mrs 
Thatcher’s hand, tried to speak but couldn’t - and 
drifted out raining tears all over the place. 
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Aunt Polly’s happiness was complete? and Mrs 
Thatcher’s nearly so. It would be complete, however, 
as soop as the messenger dispatched with the great 
news to the cave should get the word to her husband. 
Tom lay upon a sofa with an eager auditory about 
him and told the history of the wonderful adventure, 
putting in many striking additions to adorn it withal ; 
and cJosed with a description of how he left Becky 
and went on an exploring expedition; how he followed 
two avenues as far as his kite-line would reach; how 
he fqllowed a third to the fullest stretch of the kite- 
line, and was about to turn back when he glimpsed a 
hji-oif r-peck that looked like daylight; dropped the 
line and groped towards it, pushed his head and 
shoulders through a small hole and saw the broad 
Mississ\'pl rolling by! And if it had only happened 
to be night he would not have seen that speck of day- 
light and would not have explored that passage any 
more ! He told how he went back for Becky and broke 
the good news and she told him not to fret her with 
such stuff, for she was tired and she knew she was 
going to die, and wanted to. He described how he 
laboured with her and convinced her; and how she 
almost died for joy when she had groped to where she 
actually saw the blue speck of daylight; how he 
pushed his way out at the hole and then helped her 
out ; how they sat there and cried for gladness ; how 
some men came along in a skiff and Tom hailed them 
and told them their situation and their famished 
condition; how the men didn’t believe the tale 
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at first, ‘barause,’ said they, ‘you are five miles down 
the river below the valley the cave is in’ - then took 
them aboard, rowed to a house, gave them supper, 
made them rest till two or three hours after dark, and 
then ‘brought them home. 

Before day-dawn. Judge Thatcher and the handful 
of searchers with him were tracked out, in the cave, 
by the twine clues they had strung behind them, and 
informed of the great news. 

Three days and nights of toil and hunger in the 
cave were not to be shaken off at once, as Tom and 
Becky soon discovered. They were bedridden all of 
Wednesday and Thursday, and seemed to grow 
more and more tired and worn all the time. Tom got 
about a little on Thursday, was downtown Friday, 
and nearly as whole as ever Saturday; but Becky did 
not leave her room until Sunday, and then she looked 
as if she had passed through a wasting illness. 

Tom learned of Huck’s sickness and went to see 
him on Friday, but could not be admitted to the bed- 
room; neither could he on Saturday or Sunday. He 
was admitted daily after that, but was warned to 
keep still about his adventure and introduce no 
exciting topic. The Widow Douglas stayed by to sec 
that he obeyed. At home Tom learned of the Cardiff 
Hill event; also that the ‘ragged man’s’ body had 
eventually been found in the river near the ferry 
landing; he had been drowned while trying to escape, 
perhaps. 

About a fortnight after Tom’s rescue from the 
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cave, he started off to visit Huck, who <had grown 
plenty strong enough, now, to hear exciting talk, and 
Tom had some that would interest him, he thought. 
Judge Thatcher’s house was on Tom’s way, and he 
stopped to see Becky. The Judge and some friends 
set Tom to talking, and someone asked him ironically 
if he wouldn’t like to go to the cave again. Tom said 
he thought he wouldn’t mind it. The Judge said: 

‘Well, there are others just like you, Tom, I’ve 
not the least doubt. But we have taken care of that. 
Nobody will get lost in that cave any more.’ 

‘Why ?’ 

I’x-cause I had its big door sheathed with boiler 
iron two weeks ago, and triple-locked - and I’ve got 
the keys.’ 

* Tom lu ned as white as a sheet. 

*‘Whai's the matter, boy! Here, run, somebody! 
Fetch a glass of water!’ 

^Jie water was brought and thrown into Tom’s 
face. 

‘Ah, now you’re all right. What was the matter 
with you, Tom ?’ 

‘Oh, Judge, Injun Joe’s in the cave!’ 

Within a few minutes the news had spread, and a 
dozen skiff-loads of men w'cre on their way to Mc- 
Dougal’s cave, and the ferry-boat, well filled with 
passengers, soon followed. Tom Sawyer was in the 
skiff that bore Judge Thatcher. 

When the cave door was unlocked, a sci rowful 
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sight presented itself in the dim twilight of the place. 
Injun Joe lay stretched upon the ground, dead, with 
his face close to the crack of the door, as if his l9nging 
eyes had been fixed, to the latest moment, upon the 
light and the cheer of the free world outside. Tom 
was touched, for he knew by his own experience how 
tlus wretch had suffered. His pity was moved, but 
nevertheless he felt an abounding sense of relitff and 
security, now, which revealed to him in a degree 
which he had not fully appreciated before how a vast 
weight of dread had been lying upon him since the 
day he lifted his voice against this bloody-minded 
outcast. 

Injun Joe’s bowie-knife lay close by, its blade 
broken in two. The great foundation-beam of the 
door had been chipped and hacked through, with 
tedious labour; useless labour, too, it was, for the 
native rock formed a sill outside it, and upon that 
stubborn material the knife had wrought no effect; 
the only damage done w'as to the knife itself. But if 
there had been no stony obstruction there the labour 
would have been useless still, for if the beam had been 
wholly cut away Injun Joe could not have squeezed 
his body under the door, and he knew it. So he had 
only hacked that place in order to be doing something - 
in order to pass the weary time - in order to employ 
his tortured faculties. Ordinarily one could find half 
a dozen bits of candle stuck around in the crevices of 
this vestibule, left there by tourists; but there were 
none now. The prisoner had searched them out 
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and eaten them. He had also contrived to^atch a few 
bats, and these, also, he had eaten, leaving only their 
claws. The poor unfortunate had starved to death. 
In one place near at hand, a stalagmite had been 
slowly growing up from the ground for ages, builded 
by the water-drip from a stalactite overhead. The 
captive had broken off the stalagmite, and upon the 
stumf) had placed a stone, wherein he had scooped a 
shallow hollow to catch the precious drop that fell 
once in every three minutes with the drear}’ regularity 
of a jelock-tick - a dessertspoonful once in four-and- 
twenty hours. 

Injun Toe was buried near the mouth of the cave,; 
and people flocked there in boats and wagons from 
the towns and from all the flirms and hamlets for 
’ seven ' .1L5 around; they brought their children, and 
all sorts of provisions, and confessed that they had 
h^d almost as satisfactory a time at the funeral as they 
coufd have had at the hanging. 

This funeral stopped tlie further growth of one 
thing - the petition to the Governor for Injun Joe’s 
parjdon. The petition had been largely signed; many 
tearful and eloquent meetings had been held, and a 
committee of sappy women been appointed to go in 
deep mourning and wail around the Governor, and 
implore him to be a merciful ass and trample his duty 
under foot. Injun Joe w'as believed to have killed 
five citizens of the village, but what of that ? If he 
had been Satan himself there w'ould have beer plenty 
of weaklings ready to scribble their names to a pardon 
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petition, arid drip a tear on it from their permanently 
impaired and leaky waterworks. 

The morning after the funeral Tom took Huck to a 
privat;e place to have an important talk. Huck had 
learned all about Tom’s adventure from the Welsh- 
man and the Widow Douglas, by this time, but Tom 
said he reckoned there was one thing they had not 
told him; that thing was what he wanted to talk Sbout 
now. Huck’s faced saddened. He said: 

T know what it is. You got into No. 2 and never 
found anything but whisky. Nobody told me it was 
you; but I just knowcd it must ’a’ ben you, soon as I 
heard ’bout that whisky business; and I knowcd you 
hadn’t got the money becuz you’d ’a’ got at me 
some way or other and told me even if you was mum 
to everybody else. Tom, something’s always told me 
we’d never get holt of that swag.’ 

‘W'hy, Huck, I never told on that tavcm-kccpcr. 
You know his tavern was all right the Saturday I Vfent 
to the picnic. Don’t you remember you was to watch 
there that night ?’ 

‘Oh, yes! Why, it seems ’bout a year ago. It was 
that very night that I follcred Injun Joe to the 
widder’s.’ 

"You followed him ?’ 

‘Yes - but you keep mum. I reckon Injun Joe’s 
left friends behind him, and I don’t w'ant ’em souring 
on me and doing me mean tricks. If it hadn’t been 
for me he’d be down in Texas now.’ 

Then Huck told his entire adventure in confidence 

268 



THE TREASURE IN THE CAVE 

to Tom, who had only heard of the Welshman’s part 
of it before. 

‘WelJ,’ said Huck, presently, coming back to the 
main question, ‘whoever nipped the whisky in No. 2 
nipped the money, too, I reckon - anyways it’s a 
goner for us, Tom.’ 

‘Huck, that money wasn’t ever in No. 2 !’ 

‘Wlftit !’ Huck searched his comrade’s face keenly. 
‘Tom, have you got on the track of that money again ?’ 

‘Huck, it’s in the cave !’ 

Hqpk’s eyes blazed. 

‘Say it again, Tom.’ 

Ine money’s in the cave!’ 

‘Tom - honest injun, now - is it fun or earnest ?’ 

‘Earnest, Huck - just as earnest as e\ er I was in my 
life. Wil* /cu go in there with me and help get it out ?’ 

' I bet 1 will! I will if it’s wiiere w’e can blaze our 
way to it and not get lost.’ 

‘Huck, we can do that without the least little bit 
of trouble in the world.’ 

‘Good as w'heat! What makes you think the 
monkey’s — ’ 

‘Huck, you just wait till we get in there. If we don’t 
find it I’ll agree to give you my drum and everjThing 
I’ve got in the w^orld. I will, by jings.’ 

‘All right - it’s a whiz. When do you say ?’ 

‘Right now, if you say it. Are you strong enough ?’ 

‘Is it far in the cave ? I ben on my pins a little, 
three or four days, now, but I can’t walk more’n a 
mile, Tom - least I don’t think I could.’ 
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‘It’s about five miles into there the way anybody 
but me would go, Huck, but there’s a mighty short 
cut that they don’t anybody but me know, about. 
Hucl^, I’ll take you right to it in a skiff. I’ll float the 
skiff down there, and I’ll pull it back again all by 
myself. You needn’t ever turn your hand over.’ 

‘Less start right off, Tom.’ 

‘All right. We want some bread and meat, aftid our 
pipes, and a little bag or two, and two or three kite- 
strings, and some of these new-fangled things they 
call lucifer matches. I tell you, many’s the time I 
wished I had some when I was in there before.’ 

A trifle after noon the boys borrowed a small skiff 
from a citizen who was absent, and got under way at 
once. When they were several miles below ‘Cave 
Hollow’, Tom said : 

‘Now you see this bluff here looks all alike all the 
way down from the cave hollow - no houses, no 
woodyards, bushes all alike. But do you see that white 
place up yonder where there’s been a landslide ? \X’eIl, 
that’s one of my marks. We’ll get ashore, now.’ 

They landed. 

‘Now, Huck, where we’re a-standing you could 
touch that hole I got out of with a fishing-pole. Sec 
if you can find it.’ 

Huck searched all the place about, and found 
nothing. Tom proudly marched into a thick qlump 
of sumach bushes and said: 

‘Here you are! Look at it, Huck; it’s the snuggest 
hole in this country. You just keep mum about it, 
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All along I’ve been wanting to be a robber, but I 
knew I’d got to have a thing like this, and where to 
run acfoss it was the bother. We’ve got it now, and 
we’ll keep it quiet, only we’ll let Joe Harper and Ben 
Rogers in -because of course there’s got to be a Gang, 
or else there wouldn’t be any style about it. Tom 
Sawyer’s Gang - it sounds splendid, don’t it, Huck ?’ 

‘Wdl, it just does, Tom. And who’ll we rob ?’ 

‘Oh, most anybody. Waylay people - that’s mostly 
the way.’ 

‘Apd kill them ?’ 

‘No, not always. Hide them in the cave till they 
ra’se a ransom.’ 

‘What’s a ransom ?’ 

‘Money. You make them raise all they can, off’n 
their fn ad , ; and after you’ve kept them a year, if it 
ain’t raised then you kill them. That’s the general 
w^. Only you don’t kill the women. You shut up the 
women, but you don’t kill them. They’re always 
beautiful and rich, and aN^diiUy scared. You take tlieir 
watches and things, but you always take your hat off 
and. talk polite. They ain’t anybody as polite as 
robbers - you’ll see that in any book. W^ell, the women 
get to loving you, and after they’ve been in the cave a 
week or two weeks they stop crying and after that 
you couldn’t get them to leave. If you drove them 
out they’d turn right around and come back. It’s so 
in all the books.’ 

‘Why, ii’s real bully, Tom. I b’lieve it’s better’n 
to be a pirate.’ 
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‘Ves, it’c- better in some ways, because it’s close to 
home and circuses and all that.’ 

By this time everything was ready and the boys 
entered the hole, Tom in the lead. They toiled their 
way to the farther end of the tunnel, then made their 
spliced kite-strings fast and moved on. A few steps 
brought them to the spring, and Tom fell a shudder 
quiver all through him. He showed Huck the frag- 
ment of candlewick perched on a lump of clay against 
the wall, and described how he and Becky had 
watched the flame struggle and expire. 

The boys began to quiet down to whispers, now, 
for the stillness and gloom of the place oppressed 
their spirits. They went on, and presently entered 
and followed Tom’s other corridor until they reached 
the ‘jumping-off place’. The candles revealed the 
fact that it was not really a precipice, but only a 
steep clay hill twenty or thirty feet high. Tom 
whispered : 

‘Now I’ll show you something, Huck.’ 

He held his candle aloft and said : 

‘Look as far around the comer as you can. Do you 
sec that ? There - on the big rock over yonder - done 
with candle-smoke.’ 

‘Tom, it’s a cross !’ 

^Nozo where’s your Number Two? Under the 
crossly hey ? Right yonder’s where I saw Injun Joe 
poke up his candle, Huck !’ 

Huck stared at the mystic sign awhile, and then 
said with a shaky voice : 
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‘Tom, less git out of here !’ 

‘What ! and leave the treasure ?’ 

‘Yes - leave it. Injun Joe’s ghost is round about 
there, certain.’ 

‘No, it ain’t, Huck, no it ain’t. It would ha’nt the 
place where he died - away out at the mouth of the 
cave - five miles from here.’ 

‘Noy Tom, it wouldn’t. It would hang round 
the money. I know the ways of ghosts, and so do 
you.’ 

Tom began to fear that Huck was right. Mis- 
givings gathered in his mind. But presendy an idea 
oc'"u' '•"d to him — 

‘Looky here, I luck, what fools we’re making of 
ourselves! Injun Joe’s ghost ain’t a- going to come 
around where there’s a cross!’ 

•The ^ Int was well taken. It had its effect. 

‘Tom, I didn’t think of that. But that’s so. It’s 
luck for us, that cross is. I reckon we’ll climb down 
there and have a hunt for that box.’ 

Tom went first, cutting rude steps in the clay hill 
as he descended. Huck followed. Four avenues 
opened out of the small cavern which the great rock 
stood in. The boys examined three of them with no 
result. They found a small recess in the one nearest 
the base of the rock, with a pallet of blankets spread 
down in it ; also an old suspender, some bacon rind, 
and the well-gnawed bones of tw'o or three fowls. 
But there was no money-box. The lads searched and 
re-searched this place, but in vain. Tom said: 
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‘He said under the cross. Well, this comes nearest 

t 

to being under the cross. It can’t be under the rock 
itself, because that sets solid on the ground.’ 

They searched everywhere once more, and then 
sat down discouraged. Huck could suggest nothing. 
By and by Tom said: 

‘Look>' here, Huck, there’s footprints and some 
candle-grease on the clay about one side of tlys rock, 
but not on the other sides. Now, what’s that for ? I 
bet you the money is under the rock. I’m going to 
dig in the clay.’ 

‘That ain’t no bad notion, Tom !’ said Huck with 
animation. 

Tom’s ‘real Barlow’ was out at once, and he had noi 
dug four inches before he struck wood. 

‘Hey, Huck ! - you hear that V 

Huck began to dig and scratch now. Some boards 
were soon uncovered and removed. They had 
concealed a natural chasm which led under the^rc ck. 
Tom got into this and held his candle as far under 
the rock as he could, but said he could not sec to the 
end of the rift. He proposed to explore. He stooped 
and passed under; the narrow way descended gi'adu- 
ally. He followed its winding course, first to the right, 
then to the left, Huck at his heels. Tom turned a 
short curv’e, by and by, and exclaimed: 

‘My goodness, Huck, looky here!’ 

It was the treasure-box, sure enough, occupying a 
snug little cavern, along with an empty powder-keg, 
a couple of guns in leather cases, two or three pairs 
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of old moccasins, a leather belt, and some other 
rubbish well soaked with the water-drip. 

‘Got^it at last!’ said Huck, ploughing among the 
tarnished coins with his hand. ‘My, but we’re rich, 
Torn!* 

‘Huck, I always reckoned we’d get it. It’s just too 
good to belie\'e, but we have got it, sure I Say - let’s 
not fo»Jl around here. Let’s snake it out. Lemme see 
if I can lift the box.’ 

It weighed about fifty pounds. Tom could lift it, 
after .an awkward fashion, but could not carry it 
conveniently, 

‘I thought so,’ he said; ‘//zrv carried it like it was 
heavy, t''at day at the ha’nted bouse. I noticed that. 
I reckon I was right to think of L telling the little 
bags along.’ 

Th noney was soon in the bags and the boys took 
it up to the cross rock. 

‘Now less fetch the guns and things,’ said Huck. 

‘No, Huck - leave them there. They’re )ust the 
tricks to have when w'e go to robbing. VC’e’ll keep 
them there all the time, and we’ll hold our orgies 
there, too. It’s an awful snug place for orgies.’ 

‘What’s orgies ?’ 

‘/ dono. But robbers always have orgies, and of 
course we’ve got to have them, too. Come along, 
Huck; we’ve been in here a long time. It’s getting 
late, I reckon. I’m hungry, too. VX’e’ll cat and smoke 
when we get to the skiff.’ 

They presently emerged into the clump of '"umach 
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bushes, looked warily out, found the coast clear, and 
were soon lunching and smoking in the skiff. As the 
sun dipped towards the horizon they pushed put and 
got under way. Tom skimmed up the shore through 
the. long twilight, chatting cheerily with HucK, and 
landed shortly after dark. 

‘Now, Huck,’ said Tom, ‘we’ll hide the money in 
the loft of the widow’s woodshed, and I’ll ccfme up 
in the morning and we’ll count it and divide, and 
then we’ll hunt up a place out in the woods for it 
where it will be safe. Just you lay quiet here and \vatch 
the stuff till I run and hook Benny Taylor’s little 
wagon; I won’t be gone a minute.’ 

He disappeared, and presently returned with the 
wagon, put the two small sacks into it, threw some old 
rags on top of them, and started off, dragging his“ 
cargo behind him. W’hen the boys reached the 
Welshman’s house, they stopped to rest. Just as they 
were about to move on, the Welshman stepped out and 
said; 

‘Hello, who’s that ?’ 

‘Huck and Tom Sawyer.’ 

‘Good! Come along with me, boys; you arc 
keeping every'body waiting. Here - hurry up, trot 
ahead - I’ll haul the wagon for you. Why, it’s n<u as 
light as it might be. Got bricks in it ? - or old metal ?' 

‘Old metal,’ said Tom. 

‘I judged so; the boys in this town will take more 
trouble and fool aw'ay more time hunting up six bits 
worth of old iron to sell to the foundry than they 
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would to make twice the money at regulai^ork. But 
that’s human nature - hurry along, hurry along !’ 

The, boys wanted to know what the hurry was 
about. 

‘N5ver mind ; you’ll see when v/e get to the Widow 
Douglas’s.’ 

Huck said with some apprehension - for he was 
long dsed to being falsely accused : 

‘Mr Jones, toe haven’t been doing nothing.’ 

The Welshman laughed. 

‘Well, I don’t know, Huck, my boy. I don’t know 
about that. Ain’t you and the widow good friends ?’ 

Yes. Well, she’s ben good friends to me, any- 
ways.’ 

‘All right then. W’hat do you want to be afraid for ?’ 

^This qrestion was not entirely answered in Huck’s 
slow *..uid before he found himself pushed, along 
wi|h Tom, into Mrs Douglas’s drawing-room. Mr 
JonA left the wagon near the door and followed. 

The place was grandly lighted, and everybody 
that was of any consequence in the village was there. 
The. Thatchers were there, the Harpers, the Rogerses, 
Aunt Polly, Sid, Mary, the minister, the editor, and a 
great many more and all dressed in their best. The 
widow received the boys as heartily as anyone could 
well receive two such looking beings. They were 
covered with clay and candle-grease. Aunt Polly 
blushed crimson with humiliation, and frowned and 
shook her head at Tom. Nobody sutfered half as 
much as the two boys did, however. Mr Jo^ ^ said: 
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‘Tom at home, yet, so I gave liim up; but 

I stumbled on him and Huck right at my door, and 
so I just brought them along in a hurry.’ 

‘And you did just right,’ said the widow. ‘Come 
with me, boys.’ 

She took them to a bedchamber and said: 

‘Now wash and dress yourselves. Here arc two new 
suits of clothes - shirts, socks, everything coifiplctc. 
They’re Huck’s - no, no thanks, Huck -- Mr Jones 
bought one and I the other. But they’ll fit both of you. 
Get into them. ’'X^c’ll wait - come down when you 
are slicked up enough.’ 

Then she left. 

Huck said: ‘Tom, we can slope, if wc can find a 
rope. The window ain’t high from the ground.’ 

‘Shucks, what do you want to slope for ?’ 

‘Well, I ain’t used to that kind of a crowd. I can't 
Stand it. I ain’t going down there, Tom.’ 

‘Oh, bother! It ain’t anything. I don’t mind it a 
bit. I’ll take care of you.’ 

Sid appeared. 

‘Tom,’ said he, ‘auntie has been waiting for you 
all the afternoon. Mary' got your Sunday clothes 
ready, and everybody’s been fretting about you. Say - 
ain’t this grease and clay, on your clothes ?’ 

‘Now, Mr Siddy, you jist ’tend to your own 
business. What’s all this blow-out about, anyway ?’ 

‘It’s one of the widow’s parties that she’s always 
having. This time it’s for the W'elshman and his sons, 
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on account of that scrape they helped he^ out df the 
other night. And say - I can tell you something, if 
you want to know.’ 

‘Well, what ?’ 

‘Why, old Mr Jones is going to tr\' to spring some- 
thing on the people here tonight, but I overheard him 
tell auntie today about it, as a secret, but I reckon it’s 
not njuch of a secret neno. Everybody knows - the 
widowf too, for all she tries to let on she don’t. Mr 
Jones was bound Huck should be here - couldn’t get 
along with his grand secret without Huck, you know !’ 

‘Secret about what, Sid ?’ 

‘About Huck tracking the robbers to the widow’s. 
1 reckon Air Jones w’as going to make a grand time 
over his surprise, but I bet vou it will drop pretrv 
flat.’ 

Sid iiuckled in a very contented and satisfied way. 

‘Sid, was it vou that told ?’ 

Qh, never mind who it was. Somebody told - that’s 
enough.’ 

‘Sid, there’s only one person in this town mean 
enough to do that, and that’s you. If you had been in 
Hudk’s place you’d ’a’ sneaked down the hill and 
never told anybody on the robbers. You can’t do any 
but mean things, and you can’t bear to see anybody 
praised for doing good ones. There - no thanks, as 
the widow says’ - and Tom cuffed Sid's cars and 
helped him to the door with several kicks. ‘Now go 
and tell auntie if you dare - and tomorrow you'll 
catch it !’ 
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S6me n^utes later the widow’s guests were at the 
supper-table, and a dozen children were propped up 
at little side tables in the same room, after the fashion 
of that country and that day. At the proper tfme Mr 
Jon^s made his little speech, in which he thanked 
the widow for the honour she was doing himself and 
his sons, but said that there was another person whose 
modesty — 

And so forth and so on. He sprung his secret about 
Huck’s share in the adventure in the finest dramatic 
manner he was master of, but the surprise it oc- 
casioned was largely counterfeit and not as clamorous 
and effusive as it might have been under happier 
circumstances. However, the widow made a pretty 
fair show of astonishment, and heaped so many 
compliments and so much gratitude upon Huck that 
he almost forgot the nearly intolerable discomfort of 
his nev,’ clothes in the entirely intolerable discomfort 
of being set up as a target for evciy'body’s gaz(;, and 
everybody’s laudations. 

'I'he widow said she meant to give Huck a home 
under her roof and have him educated; and that 
when she could spare the money she would start *him 
in business in a modest way. Tom’s chance was come. 
He said : 

‘Huck don’t need it. Huck’s rich.’ 

Nothing but a hca\7 strain upon the good manners 
of the company kept back the due and proper 
complimentary laugh at this pleasant joke. But the 
silence was a little awkward. Tom broke it : 
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‘Huck’s got money. Maybe you don’t beliere it, 
but he’s got lots of it. Oh, you needn’t smile - I 
reckon I can show you. You just wait a minute.’ 

Tort ran out of doors. The company looked at each 
otheii with a perplexed interest - and inquiringly at 
Huck, who was tongue-tied. 

‘Sid, what ails Tom ?’ said Aunt Polly. ‘He - well, 
there^in’t ever any making of that boy out. I never — ’ 

Torn entered, struggling with the weight of his 
sacks, and Aunt Polly did not finish her sentence. 
Tom poured the mass of yellow coin upon the table 
and ^aid : 

‘There - what did I tell you ? Half of it’s Huck’s 
and half of it’s mine!’ 

The spectacle took the general breath away. All 
gazed, nobody spoke for a moment. Then there was a 
mnani' .ous call for an explanation. Tom said he could 
furnish it, and he did. The tale was long, but brimful 
of ifiterest. There was scarcely an interruption from 
anyone to break the charm of its flow, ^’hen he had 
finished, Mr Jones said : 

‘I thought I had fixed up a little surprise for this 
occasion, but it don’t amount to anything now. This 
one makes it sing mighty small. I’m willing to allow.’ 

The money was counted. I'he sum amounted to a 
little over twxlve thousand dollars. It was more than 
anyone present had ever seen at one time before, 
though several persons were there who were worth 
considerably more than that in propern'. 

The reader may rest satisfied that Ton’s and 
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Hud<’s windfall made a mighty stir in the poor little 
village of ^t Petersburg. So vast a sum, all in actual 
cash, seemed next to incredible. It was talked about, 
gloated over, glorified, until the reason of rftany of 
the fitizens tottered under the strain of the unhealthy 
excitement. Every ‘haunted’ house in St Petersburg 
and the neighbouring villages w’as dissected, plank by 
plank, and its foundations dug up and ransacl^cd for 
hidden treasure - and not by boys, but men w pretty 
grave, unromantic men, too, some of them. Wherever 
Tom and Huck appeared they were courted, ad- 
mired, stared at. The boys were not able to remember 
that their remarks had possessed weight before; but 
now their sayings were treasured and repeated; 
everything they did seemed somehow to be regarded 
as remarkable; they had evidently lost the power of 
doing and saying commonplace things; moreover, 
their past history was raked up and discovered to 
bear marks of conspicuous originality. I’he village 
paper published biographical sketches of the boys. 

The Vv'idow Douglas put Huck’s money out at six 
per cent, and Judge 'Fhatchcr did the same with Tom’s 
at Aunt Polly’s request. Each lad had an income, ifow, 
that was simply prodigious - a dollar for every week- 
day in the year and half of the Sundays. It was just 
what the minister got - no, it was what he was 
promised - he generally couldn’t collect it. A dollar 
and a quarter a week would board, lodge, and sch(H>l 
a boy in those simple days - and clothe him and wash 
him, too, for that matter. 
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Judge Thatcher had conceived a great opinion of 
Tom. He said that no commonplace boy would ever 
have g9t his daughter out of the cave. When Becky 
told her father, in strict confidence, how 'Fom had 
taken* her whipping at school, the Judge was visibly 
moved; and when she pleaded grace for the mighty 
lie Tom had told in order to shift that whipping from 
her sllDulders to his own, the Judge said with a fine 
outburst that it was noble, a generous, a magnani- 
mous lie - a lie that was worthy to hold up its head 
and gmarch dowm through histon,' breast to breast 
with George W'ashington’s lauded Truth about the 
l.dtJict! Becky thought her father had never looked 
so tall and so superb as when he walked the floor and 
stamped his foot and said that. She went straight olf 
’ and tol'-' Tom about it. 

Jud5c Thatcher hoped to see Tom a great lawyer 
or a great soldier some day. He said he meant tii look 
to if that Tom should be adntitted to the National 
Military Academy and afterwards trained in the best 
law school in the country, in order that he might be 
rea(^y for cither career or both. 

Huck Finn’s wealth and the fact that he was now- 
under the W’idow Douglas’s protection introduced 
him into society - no, dragged him into it, hurled him 
into it - and liis suflerings were almost more than he 
could bear. The widow’.s servants kept him clean and 
neat, combed and brushed, and they bedded him 
nightly in unsympathetic sheets that had not one 
little spot or stain which he could press to las heart 
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and know'for a friend. He had to eat with knife and 
fork; he had to use napkin, cup, and plate; he had to 
learn his book, he had to go to church; he hac^to talk 
so properly that speech was become insipid in his 
mouth ; whithersoever he turned, the bars and shSckles 
of civilization shut him in and bound him hand and 
foot. 

He bravely bore his miseries three weeks, anfl then 
one day turned up missing. For forty-eight hours the 
widow hunted for him ever>'whcre in great distress. 
The public were profoundly concerned ; they searched 
high and low, they dragged the river for his body. 
Early the third morning Tom Sawyer wisely went 
poking among some old empty hogsheads down be- 
hind the abandoned slaughter-house, and in one of 
them he found the refugee. Huck had slept there ; he 
had just breakfasted upon some stolen odds and ends 
of food, and w’as lying off, now, in comfort, with Ijis 
pipe. He was unkempt, uncombed, and clad irf the 
same old ruin of rags that had made him picturesque 
in the days when he was free and happy. Tom routed 
him out, told him the trouble he had been causjng, 
and urged him to go home. Huck’s face lost its 
tranquil content, and took a melancholy cast. He said ; 

‘Don’t talk about it, Tom. I’ve tried it, and it don’t 
work; it don’t w'ork, Tom. It ain’t for me; I ain’t 
used to it. The widder’s good to me, and friendly; 
but I can’t stand them ways. She makes me git up 
just the same time every morning; she makes me 
wash, they comb me all to thunder; she won’t let me 
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sleep in the woodshed; I got to wear th«n blamed 
clothes that just smothers me, Tom; they don’t seem 
to let apy air git through ’em, somehow; and they’re 
so rotten nice that I can’t set down, nor lay down, nor 
roll abound anywheres; I hain’t slid on a cellar-door 
for - well, it ’pears to be years ; I got to go to church 
and sweat and sweat - I hate them omeiy' sermons ! 

I can’f ketch a fly in. there, I can’t chaw. I got to wear 
shoes ^11 Sunday. The widder eats by a bell; she 
goes to bed by a bell ; she gits up by a bell - cver} - 
thing’s so awful rcg’lar a bod\ can’t stand it.’ 

‘Well, everybody does that way, Huck.’ 

Tom, it don’t make no difference. I ain’t every- 
body, and I can’t s/cjhJ it. It’s awful to be tied up ‘^o. 
And grub comes too easy - I don’t take no interest in 
‘vittles, way. I got to ask to go a-fl'-hing; I got to 
ask to 50 in a-swimming - dern’d if I hain’t got to 
ask to do everything. VI’cll, I’d got to talk so nice it 
wasft’t no comfort - I’d got to go up in the attic and 
rip out awhile, eveiy day, to git a taste in my mouth, 
or I’d ’a’ died, Tom. The widder wouldn’t let me 
smoke; she wouldn’t let me yell, she wouldn't let 
me gape, nor stretch, nor scratch, before folks — ' 
[Then with a spasm of special irritation and injuiy] - 
‘And dad fetch it, she prayed all the time ! I never vc 
such a woman! I /mJ to shove, Tom - I lusi had to. 
And besides, that school’s going to open, and I'd 
’a’ had to go to it - well, I wouldn't stand r/j.ir. Tom. 
looky here, Tom, being rich ain’t what it's cracked 
up to be. It’s just worr\' and worry, and s\seat and 
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sweat, andr a- wishing you was dead all the time. Now 
these clothes suits me, and this bar’l suits me, and I 
ain’t ever going to shake ’em any more. Tom, I 
wouldn’t ever got into all this trouble if it hadn’t ’a’ 
been' for that money; now you just take my shee’r of it 
along with your’n, and gimme a ten-center some- 
times - not many times, becuz I don’t give a dern for 
a thing ’thout it’s tollable hard to git - and fou go 
beg off for me with the widder.’ 

‘Oh, Huck, you know I can’t do that. ’Tain’t fair; 
and, besides, if you’ll try tliis thing just awhile 
longer you’ll come to like it.’ 

‘Like it! Yes - the way I’d like a hot stove if I was 
to set on it long enough. No, Tom, I won’t be rich, 
and I won’t live in them cussed smothery houses. I 
like the woods, and the river, and hogsheads, and 
I’ll stick to ’em, too. Blame it all! just as we’d got 
guns, and a cave, and all just fixed to rob, here this 
dem foolishness has got to come up and spile it^all!’ 

Tom saw his opportunity — 

‘Looky here, Huck, being rich ain’t going to keep 
me back from turning robber.’ 

‘No! Oh, good-licks, arc you in real deadwood 
earnest, Tom ?’ 

‘Just as dead earnest as I’m a-sitting here. But, 
Huck, we can’t let you into the gang if you ain’t 
respectable, you know.’ 

Huck’s joy was quenched. 

‘Can’t let me in, Tom ? Didn’t you let me go for a 
pirate ?’ 
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‘Yes, but that’s different. A robber is more kigh- 
toned than what a pirate is - as a genera! thing. In 
most countries they’re awful high up in the nobility - 
dukes and such.’ 

‘Nyw, Tom, hain’t you always ben friendly to me ? 
You wouldn’t shet me out, would you, Tom? You 
wouldn’t do that, now, zvoiiki you, Tom ?’ 

‘Huck, I wouldn’t want to, and I don't want to - 
but wfeat would f)eoplc say? Why, they’d say, 
‘^Alph! Tom Sawyer’s Gang! pretty low characters 
in it.” They’d mean you, Huck. You wouldn’t like 
that,*and I wouldn’t.’ 

Huck w’as silent for some time, engaged in a mental 
struggle. Finally he said : 

‘Well, I’ll go back to the widder for a month and 
tackle it and sec if I can come to stand it, if you’ll let 
me b’lv’og 10 the gang, Tom.’ 

‘All right, Huck, it’s a whiz ! Come along, old chap, 
andj’ll ask the widow to let up on you a little, Huck.’ 

‘\X'ill you, Tom - now will you ? That’s good. If 
she’ll let up on some of the roughest tilings, I’ll 
smoke private and cuss private, and crowd through 
or bust. When you going to start the gang and turn 
robbers ?’ 

‘Oh, right off. W'c’ll get the boys together and have 
the initiation tonight, maybe.’ 

‘Have the which ?’ 

‘Have the initiation.’ 

‘What’s that ?’ 

‘It’s to swear to stand by one another, an^ never 
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tell *he gang’s secrets, even if you’re chopped all to 
flinders, aSid kill anybody and all his family that hurts 
one of the gang.’ 

‘That’s gay - that’s mighty gay, Tom, I tell you.’ 

‘Well, I bet it is. And all that swearing’s got to be 
done at midnight, in the lonesomest, awfullcst place 
you can find - a ha’ntcd house is the best, but they’re 
all ripped up now.’ 

‘Well, midnight’s good, anyway, Tom.’ 

‘Yes, so it is. And you’ve got to swear on a coffin, 
and sign it with blood.’ 

‘Now', that’s something like\ Wiiy it’s a million 
times bullier than pirating. I’ll stick to the widder till 
I rot, Tom; and if I git to be a reg’lar ripper of a 
robber, and ever\’body talking ’bout it, I reckon she’ll 
be proud she snaked me in out of the wet.’ 
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